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your contributions. tam sick and 
B U S | N ESS AS U S UA L ETC |tired of seeing fanzines begging for 

/ : contributions. if you elther can't 
write enough to fill a fanzine or don't 
a anyone who can help you out, 
quit. 

Also, the title of my record review 
section is a reference to the title of 
the music section in Lookout . 
Besides the fact that | believe that 
music can indeed make you heave, 


What you'll find in this issue Is primarily tales from tour, although there's also 
ä Jawbreaker piece, some baseball stuff and movie and record reviews, along with a 
bunch of other crapola. The main difference between this issue and the last one is 
that there are two major articles writtan by people other than me. This was to provide 
diffaring perspectives of the tour and is not a trend that will be repeated again soon. 

Although | left out quite a few interesting things that happened on tour, a decent 
amount of them were covered by Joe King and Ben Hamper. Most notably missing 
is the somewhat hilarious story of my confrontation with Virgil Dial (I knew his first 
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name as soon as | saw him; it wa& written on the back of his belt). 'm planning on its just a sign that my creative juices || EON iper renhsiphedsng eo fu trial stupid macho 
sending that story to Janelie at Tales Of Blaarg. Whether she prints it or not is up to are running low. Handle it. mosh pits, learn 1o POGO Gt 


her. Lastly, check out the cartoon by 5 Ail shown are “baala $i collet ty chon he nga iad 
| The Jawbreaker article was inspired by their Chicago visit. They stayed for a John Cra ve He sen ie me aS İt] cultural groups and projects bail-bant on social 

week while recording their new album and were a pleasure to have around. They nosiai i TY ae $ Š a * Maney is split lika thig: Door/A, wat 25% to rent, 25% to 

| 5 À ; ; y | benafit and sound, to bands (out of towners 

also did one of the first (and last) shows at Isabel's, choosing to play for no guaran- undeitsand It so I called him. He ah getting 


tea at a small unknown club at a show put on by a friend rather than playing a ten 
dollar show at the China Club for a $500 guarantee (and l'm happy to say that they 
made more money at Isabel's than they would have made at Chi-town’s hippest 
hangout). 

Isabel's was a bust from the beginning; the owner expected too much money 
jand too many gigs to be booked, That combined with a pretty lousy booking policy 
meant that turnouts were pathetically low. It was finally laid to rest a couple of 
months ago, but several ridiculous rumors were not. 
| — First of all, Joey Vindictive was doing shows at Isabel's for two reasons: First of 

all, he's opening a record store next door to the club and thought it would help to 
|bring people into the shop. Secondly, the guy was trying to book good punk shows 
. (with a fair door price (for both the audience and the bands) by creating a situation in 
|which people could have fun (no menacing bouncers) and bands could get gigs 
and make money. It didn't work, His intentions were 100% honest and upright, and 
the anarchists and other malcontents who did what they could to fuck up the club 
| the first night can rest easy. 

Naturally, the anarchists have picked up most of the bands who would've played 

|/sabel's. A list of their rules for gigs appears on this page. It should also be noted 
that they seldom have a person charging at the door (out of the 12 people I've talked 


told me that when I wrote the “Punk 
Business” article for Maximum 
Rock-N-Roll two years ago, he 
promised his coworkers at 
Important that he'd get back at me 
for referring to them as “scumbags.” 
Although the cartoon ranges from 
being slanderous to making 
absolutely no sense, | was still a lit- 
tle bit thrilled at having been immor- 
falizad by the man whose NAME is 
forbidden to be printed in Maximum 
Rock-N-Rojl by Tim Yohannan. 
Anyway, | chatted with Crawford 
for a little while and he seemed like 
a pretty decent guy. And at least 
now | finally understand why | never 
really “got” most of his cartoons, 
Time to wind down. Thanks for 
buying (or stealing) Panic Button 
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Hamilton, smack in the middle of Roscoe Village, but they're sporadic. 

Yes, Roscoe Village, my old home. After writing a scathing and bitter condemna- 
tion of suburbia last issue, | find myself smack in the middle of it. Rents are rising in 
Roscoe Village (probably due to all the punks moving there) and | found an apart- 
iment for the same price (but three times the size) in Suburbia - as a bonus, my 
upstairs neighbor is Joey Vindictive. 

! have a huge office now (which has plenty of room for the computer system ! 
purchased over the summer - notice any layout differences?) and a kitchen where | i * 
ican actually prepare meals and water pressure and no pressure to hide my cats ing Sf un write by ee 
from the landlord and it's all real nice. | he Jote 

The tradeoff is, l'm in a suburban wasteland. The view from all windows is bleak - T PIAS — 
jcarbon copy apartment buildings. Though it’s primarily an Italian area, there really j ; ia 
isn't much culture here. The only 24 hour restaurant is a Denny's and it's a long 
walk. Everything, in fact, is a long walk, so you have to drive everywhere, which just 
further contributes to that insulated, suffocating feeling. { miss my old neighborhood = 
already, but I i Still probably Stay here for at least a coupla years - f'm working on uate Pref ere wa labels ing = 
some big writing projects and I’ve got plenty of space and quiet here. an ge he CAPITI P of ‘port graph's 
The big hairs and Camaros and MTV Generation types are a drag, indeed. 
Practically everyone out here looks like a construction worker, a TV star or a wanna 
be. However, | have yet to extensively prow! the downtown area, so maybe l'li get 
lucky and find some worthwhile things to do. Yeah. 
| The move was preceded by an almost non-stop barrage of various ilinesses, 
istarting the day | got home from tour. I've been through strep throat, colds, violent 
reactions to antibiotics, diarrhea, hemorrhoids, numerous ear infections and that’s 
\/USt off the top of my head. I’ve accomplished little this summer, save for finally com- 
plating the new Screeching Weasel! album. After I finish this issue, l'm going to be in 
{he middle of a huge project for Lookout and by the time | finish that, it'll be time to 
tour again. 

Despite all that, I’m planning on attempting to get a new issue of Panic Button out 
quarterly: As you can see by the review section, I’m into receiving records. | am not 
into receiving other fanzines. | will not review other fanzines. | DO NOT do trades. If! 
want your fanzine, | will send you money for it. | expect the same. | also do not want 
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LETTERS, ETC. 


Dear Ben, 

Geez, | don’t know what to say about your tat- 
est column In Maximum RockNRoll, | guess one 
thing | have to say is ‘Thank You’ for mentioning 
me. You've given me a lot of publicity, people 
ask me for my autograph because BEN 
WEASEL wrote about me. Wow, | am excited! 

| don’t believe | ever said that you had a lousy 
volce. | believe that | said that | liked Vapid's bet- 
ter. | might be mistaken since that was so long 


ago. l'm sorry if that offends you, but l'm just stat- 


ing my opinion and I'm sorry if you don’t like criti- 
cism. 

‘Plus Amber likes the Grateful Dead.’ What 
does that have to do with anything? The fact is 
that the Dead happen to be talented, quite talent- 
ed, and yes | do like them. How you came up 
with that Info beats the hell out of me! | don’t own 
anything by the Dead (I think I'll run down to the 
record store and by (sic) something as soon as 
I'm done here), but | guess that means | still suck 
because | like them. Oh, and about Amold, I'l tell 
him you say hello. 

One more thing, why don’t you try being nice 
and stop acting like you're better than everyone 
else. Take some tessons on ‘How to be a nice 
guy’ by Panic, who happens to be a nice guy, so 
who cares? Who cares that he strikes a conver- 
sation with someone he doesn’t even know. 
Lighten up! 

| suppose | should thank you now for taking 
the time to read my letter. Maybe you'll seriously 
consider what | had to say. 

Later Days, 

Amber 

PS - By the way, I’m not beady eyed, thank you 
very much!!! ; 


Aren't poor little rich girls so utterly 
precious? i 


Ben: 

Thanks for the zine. It was actually pretty 
good. | was surprised that it seemed to have a 
preity positive attitude. Article about livin’ in the 
city was cool. Being a part of yer ‘hood |s impor- 
tant, but most punks don't seem to understand 
their true place in the “class war’ when they 
move into poor neighborhoods. l'm glad to say 
that for the first time in a couple of years, since 
Fort Lauderdale, where we knew and tried to 
help feed the bums downtown, | feel like a part of 
a neighborhood and that | truly have a home. { 
know the shortcuts and the alleys and the 
rooftops and the old man on Mathilda Street who 
just sits in his yard all day waving to people, and 
the vulgar parking lot attendent, and the “Last 
True Punk Rocker’, and the Doobie Brothers guy 
and Joe Cool and all the other Grove characters. 

Um, sorry - the vulgar parking lot attendent is 
this cheerful yet obscene Latin guy who parks 
cars at some rich parking garage and sneers at 
passing women, “I WANT YOOR BAW-DEE!" 
and “T.L.T.P.R.” is this kid who lives In the park 
across the street from the squat, has “The Last 
True Punk Rocker” tattooed on his arm and 
feeds acid to all these metal kids who come here 
on weekends, and claims to be the leader of 
"The Grove Rats” (his gang of drugged kids). | 
guess he's got a good SCAM golng for a guy 
who lives in the park - sort of a minor league 
Manson but he's still kind of a dick. The Doobie 
Bros. guy is an illegal car parker who fuks up 
parking meters for yuppies’ spare change. When 
THE CANADIANS (my roommates, eh?} would 


walk by with their acoustic guitar and bass, he'd 
always stop them and make Tim play the bass 
line to this D.B. song while he played the guitar. 
Sometimes he'd stop ‘em three times a night! 
Think of that - a man goin’ his whole life knowin’ 
how to play this one song, but with no gultar to 
play it on. Joe Cool is just a real cool bum who 
also lives in our building. He’s “old school” which 
means he doesn't rip people off or try to hustle 
you or smoke crack, but is just a good guy to 
drink a couple beers wilh and find out what's 
goin’ on in the neighborhood. 

So we know people and people know us. 
Bums know we squat this place and people on 
ihe poor side across 32nd know I’m the guy who 
sometimes sits in the empty lot with free fruit, 
bagels and iced tea, and the restaurant man- 
agers know us from battles over SCAMMED 
cokes or sittin" in their sidewalk seats and the 
yuppies know us from playin’ guitars in the 
streets (actually | only did this a couple times, 
and not for cash. Like | played "Nervous 
Breakdown” and “I Like Drugs” once and dove at 
people and rolled on the ground and screamed 
and it was fun and people threw money but! 
wouldn't stop] My roommates play seriously). 

The other day we took these boxing gloves 
we found in a closed down bar and made a big 
sign that said, “FIGHT THE CHAMPION!” and 
tried to gel people to pay 9 bucks to box Ivy. 
We'd yell insults at passersby - “C'mon - put yer 
manhood on the line and fight the champion! 
Wimp! TAKE YER SCARED ASS BACK TO 
SOUTH MIAMI!” No one would fight her, so she, 
of course, remained the champion and we lett. 
But these kids stopped and said, “Yo! Here's our 
champion," and pointed to their 15 year old 
brother. “9 bucks? Hold on...,” and they all dig in 
iheir pockets and soon have the cash and me 
and Bood and Ivy weren't expecting this and I’m 
like, well, it's yer call, Ives, so she says, “Let's 
gol” and the kid is so excited he can barely get 
the gloves on (she goes barefisted). Then all of a 
sudden he pounds his pad on her head and it’s 
on. He's got better reach but she's duckin’ low, 
frustratin’ him, lungin’, flailing and he lands a few 
but he's cussin’, gruntin’, shit, spit, hit. People on 
the balcony of this restaurant above us are goin’ 
crazy and me and Bood are lookin’ at each other 
in disbelief, like what have we become a part of 
here? 

it's back and forth, then she grabs his leg and 
pushes him back and in the excitement | yell, 
‘The pole! Grind the fucker into the pole!” but 
then it’s over. She stops it. He goes, “It’s over.” 
She says, “Well, yeah, | got yer leg.” He's kinda 
down, but accepts il. His bro’ smacks the 9 bucks 
into my open palm and I hand it to Ivy and raise 
her arm and yell to the balcony, “Ladies and 
Gentlemenl The Champion!” to glorious 
applause. So now the neighborhood knows she's 
the champion too. Maybe we've turned over a 
new leaf in hustlin’, like instead of panhandling, 
bums will come to the Grove from all over Miami 
to make a living with their fists, fighting drunks on 
the street for cash after the bars close. And | 
wanna make sure you understand that | got none 
of Ivy's 9 bucks. I'm not a pimp. 

The squat is the bes! ever for us and today’s 
another real good day. I'm drinkin’ good, strong 
apple tea and listenin’ to Huskers (Celebrated 
Summer) and the new MTX and roller skating 
around the 12th floor (we found skates with the 
boxing gloves) and diggin’ that view over 


Biscayne Bay, blue and blue and blue. We're 
pretty set, we've got tables, chairs, a good 
couch, mattresses (enough for tons of quests) 
and a grill that we either stole or found (I'm not 
sure), and a Dr. Hunter S. Thompson action fig- 
ure, and The Complete Book Of Rap Lyrics, and 
a Cuban coffee maker and good kerosene 
lamps. We're gonna try and branch out to pirate 
radio, homemade wine, vegetables on the roof, a 
homemade pool table, world domination. Why 
nol? We've got a boat down at the marina 
(across the street). We'll take over Cuba (every- 


one in Miami wants to take over Cuba). 
We cook good meals here, big soups, or the 


other night | made spinach, mozzarella and pasta 
wilh sauce and a dessert of corn bread and good 
tea. Things are good, and | don't tell you this to 
“impress” you, cuz this isn’t our big political effort 
or our page in the scene report or something. 
This is our home and it’s nothing to sneer at, cuz 
we've had special times here, good music's been 
made here and all the yuppies and clubgoers 
who come down to the Grove every weekend 
see this place all ihe lime bul would never guess 
what's really goin’ on up here - people livin’, 
laughin’, lovin’, etc. 

And | think that having this place has helped a 
lot of my friends out. Havin’ our own place, 
something that we can work on and make any 
way we want it, has noticeably affected them, as 
they're doin’ a lot of growin’ up, trying to figure 
out what they want to do and how to get away 
from their shitty parents, getting the confidence 
to do it and to believe that they_can do it - that 
things are possible. | hope they all realize what 
we have here cuz in a month, it’s over - 
Chickenhead's on tour and Ivy's on trains back to 
California. Til then, we keep it up, and even 
improve the place, so that it’s better than ever 
and the day we leave, we can pul up a little 
plaque, leave it intact, the SCAM museum. 

See ya this summer, 
Iggy 


Iggy is the editor of SCAM fanzine, 
and perhaps the only world famous 
fanzine editor who has only put out 
one issue of his rag. He's also the gui- 
tarist in Chickenhead, and an all 
around good guy. Since he never 
seems to get another issue of SCAM 
out, it's important that his writings 
appear somehwere... 


Ben, 
h his month: 


+ Fuck Jane Fonda. American Traitor Bitch. 
+Try wiping your ass with a spotted owl 


+HUNGRY?... EAT YOUR IMPORT! 
Ah yes, home is where the heart is. Kind of 


makes me want to take a .38 caliber rifle and 
blow the brains oul of some fuzzy woodland 
creature. 

| managed to successfully detach myself from 
dumb boy #678.99 the III and I’m not feeling too 
terribly remorseful about it. My booze intake 
hasn't decreased any like | thought it would after 
| gave him the ol’ heave-ho, though. In facl, | was 
baby sitting a bottle of Sloe Gin at Occidental 


house on Saturday when | ran into him again. | 
was impressed that he'd coaxed himself out of 
the garage where he lives and out into the day- 
light to catch my band's farewell performance. 
Impressed, yes, sincerely | was, but not even 
remotely wooed into regret or nostalgia. My 
cunt's days as a pacifier are over and done with, 
thanks anyway Sparky. 

At Hippie High, ihey’re forever devising ways 
to cultivate a “community atmosphere.” Sports 
Day was one of their more dastardly schemes. 
Without a doubt, Hippie High has wrecked irre- 
versable trauma to my brain. A couple of weeks 
ago, D was telling me about this abnormal 
fear he has of opossums. “That’s ridiculous,” | 
found myself saying, “Opossums are fascinating. 
They're Ihe only marsupials adaptable enough to 
survive on this continent.” | cringed as soon as 
the words came out. Ever since | began attend- 
ing Hippie High, l've become a veritable well- 
spring of useless information like this. My school, 
as far as | can figure, has no practical purpose 
other than breeding future Jeapordy contestants. 
My graduation is on the 12Ih however, so there's 
a glimmer of hope on the horizon. HIPPIE HIGH 
FUN FACT: My pals and | were exchanging mas- 
turbation stories down by the creek the other 
night and | tell ‘em about how | masturbated in 
my English teacher's bathroom twice. C, 
the boy genius of Albany and my school mate, 
turns to me and exclaims, “No way, me too!” 
Same English teacher, same bathroom. 
Remarkable coincidence? 

| got into a fight with this screechy, snivelling 
beast named Sydney. The gin voted Most Likely 
To Become An Abused Housewife. The girl who 
has just inspired this haiku: 


Sydney 

Like Australia 

A girl’s face | want 
Down Under 

My boot 


Anyhow, the whole thing was pretty awful and 
embarrassing, even though the fists weren't fly- 
ing. | wound up shaking and furious, feeling like 
my fucking Dad, and then running toS____ and 
E__'s house where | proceeded to get drunk 
with their Hustler-reading, Desert Storm hat- 
wearing, Executioner tattoo-having, downstairs 
neighbor - who actually isn't Ihat bad of a guy 
once you're slobbering drunk. 

I'l see you in Chicago sometime alter the 5th. 
New Orleans is on the bill after that, and every- 
thing afterwards sort of depends upon if i run into 
a hitching/hopping companion or not. I’m excited 
to see your fair city at any rate. | hope this was 
coherent. 

Love - 
Janelle 


Janelle publishes Tales Of Blaarg 
fanzine and is a part time urban 
explorer. 


SCREECHING WERSEL 


1,00 he WOD fm 
MA) LATE SPW C 


ide Neeley Ver 
Pori Canale thee bier 
{rt baw me aa of Bae Sh ator 


Thursday April 8th 


9 o'clock 


- FLINT MI (CAPITOL CAFE) 

- LONDON ON(ELECTRIC BANANA) 

- TORONTO ON (SILVER SHACK) 

- OTTAWA ON (U. OF OTTAWA) 

- CLEVELAND OH (PHANTASY NIGHTCLUB) 

- NEW BRITAIN CT (THE BOILERROOM) 

- HOBOKEN NJ (MAXWELL'S) 

- BOSTON MA (MIDDLE EAST CAFE W/ THE 
QUEERS) 
3/20 - PHILADELPHIA PA - (J.C. DOBBS W/ THE 
QUEERS) 

- BALTIMORE MD (THE LOFT W/ BORN AGAINST) 

- NORFOLK VA - (KING'S HEAD INN) 

- INMAN SC (WEE CARE DAY CARE CENTER) 

- CHARLOTTE NC (THE MILESTONE) 

- COLUMBIA SC (ROCKAFELLA'S) 

- CHARLESTON SC (CLUB WANK) 

- ATLANTA GA (SOMBER REPTILE W/ PINK LIN- 
COLNS) 
3/28 - BLOOMINGTON IN (RHINO'S) 


WITH THE QUEERS... 
- MEMPHIS TN (ANTENNA CLUB) 
- DALLAS TX (DIRECT HIT RECORDS) 
- HOUSTON TX (CATAL HUYUK) 
- AUSTIN TX (EMO'S) 
- PHOENIX AZ (GRINDER WAREHOUSE) 
- BAKERSFIELD CA (CLUB MARS) 
- HOLLYWOOD CA (CLUB MACONDO) - CANCELLED 


- BERKELEY CA (GILMAN ST.) 

- SAN JOSE CA (SHARKS CLUB) 

- RENO NV (ICEHOUSE SALOON) 

- FORT COLLINS CO (AMERICAN LEGION HALL) 

- LAWRENCE KS (THE OUTHOUSE) 

- MINNEAPOLIS MN (THE WHOLE) 

- JANESVILLE WI 

- CHICAGO IL (ISABEL’'S GRAND FINALE W/ THE 


VINDICTIVES) 
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PUNK SHOW 
OF THE YEAR! 


Screeching 
Weasel 

& special guest 

The Queers 


plus, from Kansas Ciy 


CHER 
Thurs. April 15 
Th aout ouse 
Lawrence, KS 
. Be there A don! be c chicken! 


VOR shit! Ryan, the show’ s at 2:00" It was about one o'clock and we were Flipping through stacks of records at the Record Exc ange, Al was checking — 
[out the fliers and noticed the time of the Screeching Weasel show. We were so clueless as to the time of the show; we just assumed that it would be at 
8:00 or 9:00 like most shows in Cleveland. Luchily, Al saw the flier and we weren't too far from the venue. We headed over quickly, knowing that J.C. 
Dobbs was a small place and that the show would be well attended. I couldn't fathom the idea of being denied entrance, A good number of punks had 
already gathered outside the club by the time we arrived. We stood in one spot with our hands in our pockets, shaking from the cold wind, People 
walked by selling zines, handing out fliers and saying hello. I was really surprised! The atmosphere at shows in Cleveland is much different. The 
most anybody will give you is a dirty look or an outstretched hand, in hopes that you'll fill it with change. The wait outside ts long and boring, much 
like the first band that played. What luck. They were called Wax or something and were sign edito Caroline Records. How poor. It's kinda ironic that 
a band on such a large label has to open for two bands that are on independents. At this point I'd been standing for so damn long I couldn't take it 
anymore,.so I plopped myself down on the floor. This place was pretty fucking small and it was full of people who tripped over me. In no time ai all I 
was on my feet again. Emily and Al had finished talking and we all decided to go outside. We got there at the same time Screeching Weasel's van 
pulled up. They began to unload their equipment while we looked on. Some BRV stickers were placed before The Queers started. This band is damn 
good and if you have not heard them, I suggest that you make it a point to do so. They were worth the $5.00 admission alone and we still had S.W. to 
go. The Queers finished their incredible set and we watched S.W. set up. We were fully happy when we saw the BRV stickers still on their instru- 
ments and we decided to make sure that plenty of them got around. S.W.'s set was real solid. Stuff from "My Brain Hurts" and "Wiggle" took up most 
of the remaining time. I fished my way ue. to the front and waved a BRV sticker in the air. A couple of songs into the sét, Vapid asks, "Where are 
Eg as ge bee ie K ne ae those kids from Cleveland?" We start yelling "BRV!!" to verify 
ARN ue ae eee our presence, "Are those cute girls we were talking to here?," Mr. 
Weasel asks. He's answered with more shouts of "BRV!!" "You're 
not a cute girl," he says."You're a fat little boy." I assume Ben 
was speaking about me. Now, I may be fat but Iam sure not a 
little boy. I went through puberty a long time ago. "Well if you 
see any of those round stickers with BRV printed on them, stick 
mithem somewhere," Danny instructs the crowd, We were now 
happy, our mission complete. One day you won't be able to travel 
through a state without seeing a BRV sticker along the way. 
fee They finish their set and return for an encore. The crowd is 
myamazed at how good the show ts and I realize that the trip from 
mi Cleveland to Philadelphia is already worth it. Overall, this was 
one of the best ie I have ever seen and Screeching Weasel is 


ma very good tim 
BRV c/o Al K./ P O. Box 41327/ Brecksville OH/ 44141 


Screeching Weasel: Live at Tbe Capitol Cafe in Flint. "The Dont-Come-Back award goes to that snivel- 


Standing on an ice patch in sub-zero weather, we discovered that ling little rockstar Ben Weasel and Screeching 
even though a person might not agree with everything Ben Weasel Weasel. Splitting before you play because only ten 
says, they would have to admit that anyone who takes the time to four hun- 
Paik to Areo kido Iu this. kind of weather bas te be downright) — POOPIS were there and you couldnt get a fou 
cool. We spoke with Ben and Dan from Screeching Weasel for over an| dred dollar guarantee is a definite no-no, boys. 
hour, and talked about everything and anything, from their punk Change your name to The Clash and kill your- 
selves, you pricks. You've just lost a fan. Does any- 


beginnings, to Ben's refusal to compromise. They also put on a 

great show. Neverminding the television cameras in the front row, 
one out there wish there would have been a riot? 
People! Ya just can't depend on them for nothin!" - 


and neverminding the totally punk kids starting fights in the back, 
Real Life (In A Big City) #54 


Screeching Weasel put on a energetic and direct to the point show. 
6520 Selma Av #332/ Los Angeles CA/90028 


The chow lasted a little over thirty minutes, with only one break 
in between tunes. The songs showcased were primarily from their 
albums, MY BRAIN HURTS and their newest release, WIGGLE. Listening 
to this band, one can heer the Ramones influence in their 
collection of pop melodies. If you missed this show, you should 
take your girlfriend in arm, leave your homework behind, and go see 
Screeching Weasel perform with many other bands at the festival’in 
Big Rapids later in the month of April. 
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h li bi the sotii lo e ji) pee aes = $ #5 s S E 
A wall of state Sen. Matt Callis- o -— g ab ae 
ter’s tiny office in the state Legisla- _—  & en Se: 
ture building bears a Malcolm X 
poster and an orange flier for a 
show at Reno’s Icehouse Saloon 
featuring local bands Screeching 
Weasel, Psychiatric Petting Zoo 
and The Queers. 
“This is my way of pissing off 


the Republicans,” quips the 37- 
year-old Las Vegas Democrat. 


Can't hire a fact checker after 54 issues? What a dink. With "fans" like 
this, I'd rather be pumping gas. - B.W. 


We were ensconced at Dan Panic’s both agreed that the first cold can of Bud cents. Sandwiches, 
house, hunkered down waiting for the was one of the best we'd ever had. Definitely cool. 
start of the tour. We weren’t staying at THURSDAY Also found Johnny's 24 hour coffee 

HPS $ Waiting z 
Tto rehearse 
one last time 
wal before we 
si leave tomor- 
row morn- 
Ba ing. Panic 
<4 Sounds fine - 
just a little 
-f busy, but no 
problem. B- 
Face and | 
are down to 
about 
$29.27 and 
"counting 
>| every penny. 
We have 
‘afound a 
great, cheap 
Mexican 
“7 store around 
{the corner, a 


$1.00 a piece. 


a 


odsend to 
Ben’s house thankfully! If this wonder usin TN, means. Oodles Of shop. Life with down and out Mexican 
man has a fault, it’s that he tends to be a Noodles - 29 cents. Can of soup, 69 losers too stupid or lazy to peddle drugs 


& fat mothers who bring their kids into 

@ athe dump at 1:15 A.M. ona 

Fa Wednesday night. And then just 
plain poor white trash like me and 
B-Face. | swear, they're surprised 
when you order food. Add three 
Mpeg or four poker machines and you 
well get the picture. 
MEMPHIS 
Well, finally on the road. We 


bit overbearing to the hungry, tired trav- 
eller crashed out on the floor of his WE 
humble abode. A little bit of the 
king of the castle type attitude if 
you know what I mean. Until I’m 
rested, showered, fed and holding A 
on to my second cup of java, | can’t ii 
start ranting and raving along with 
Ben (or anyone) about the various 
mysteries that always seem to befall 


decent, nice guys like Ben and |. San ng | TE: SER packed the van, crammed in 


Bone eee see Oa hn mer. | K ee ad Vapid and Panic taking the loft) 
anic s rying ara nor fo InK oO g % ; ee Done ; “EY aS d ; k ff. E bod was yap- 
the 22 hour hell ride on Amtrak »& ‘REE a 3 7 ana took O very y yap 


we'd just been through, courstesy 


~ Sc Aping at once, though the novelty 


í —_— 


Richard driving; Vapid and I toa 
masort of autistic reverie (if you saw 
Sus drooling, you'd know what | 

see Mean) and our spiritual leader, 
s Benito Mussoweasel (can | have a 
teem drum roll, please...), in a soon to 


E 


Fw be familiar pose - riding shotgun 


fe iene IE, th Ra % TR 3. isoon wore off and one by one 
ofa couple of real assholes.The guy WENE area a & Jay Pe ithey all drifted off - Jughead, 
working the lunch counter/bar was ma Panic and B-Face to their books; 
the biggest jerk I’ve ever seen, serv- MEE eS a ee 


ing up a lousy ham & cheese sand- 
wich - pre-packaged. He was on 
break every 10 minutes and served 
us in an insolent, condescending 
manner, dampening our otherwise 
cheery spirits, though B-Face and | 


on the edge of the seat, cigarette 
clenched tightly in the mouth, a bit of a 
scowl creasing the face and of course the 
ever present threat of shooting off his 
mouth at any moment about lord knows 
what. There we were - Screeching 
Weasel and the mighty Queers! 

Richard drove for a few, then Ben 
grabbed the wheel, and finally yours truly 
drove us into Memphis. Ben was doing a 
bit of backseat driving but | ignored him 
and we found the dump we were to be 
playing - the Radar or something; a sad 
hovel | took an immediate dislike to. The 
show proved my fears well-founded and 
we escaped off into the night heading for 
Dallas, pictures of Texas John dancing in 
our heads (or at least in mine - Texas 
John being my ex-roommate from N.H. 
now living in Dallas. A good guy, if a lit- 
tle overbearing in the personality depart- 
ment) along with visions of a mean 
Barbequest (if that’s a word, and if not, 
Ill use it anyway, thank you). 


DALLAS 


Somehow or other | was ignomin- 
iously thrust behind the wheel about an 
hour and a half outside of Memphis to 
drive into Dallas. | don’t know if you've 
ever made this drive, but take it from me, 
friend, avoid it like the plague after 2:00 
A.M. with only Vapid as a kindly cohort 
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and a burning desire to sleep. 

It's a long one; right when | could’ve 
used Weasel’s fat mouth it was off in la- 
la land, no doubt arguing with Felix von 
Havoc about who was a real punk rocker 
instead of yapping and keeping me 
awake where it should be. 

We finally rolled into Rockwall - 
home of the soon-to-be-immortal Texas 
John - around 6:30 A.M. He was passed 
out after an ugly night of drinking at 
some local hole called The Oar House or 
Larry's Lobster Barn or some dump no 
one in their right mind would frequent 
except a horny Texan. He finally got up 
to let us in, flashing what would be the 
last genuine smile he'd give until he saw 
us piling back into the van to leave. 

At this point, Vapid, B-Face and | 
split from the main party to stay with 
Texas John & the rest of the clowns went 
to Todd Selfless’ house. 

The show got cancelled for The 
Queers but the Weasels played in a 
record store. We were told we “might be 
able to play after S.W.” if the neighbors 
didn’t complain - a lame way of saying, 
“Later, dudes.” | think we probably 
could've played after all. | sat with Texas 
John and B-Face in a joint called “The 
Bar Of Soap” (a bar with a laundromat in 
back) and moped. First off, Texas John 
had cooked us three idiots his famous 


BBQ and we were all bloated out. Then | 
made the idiotic move of calling my 
restaurant AND talking to my (soon to be 
ex) girlfriend which put my spirits in a 
tailspin, So | moped in the bar instead of 
being my usual pain in the ass self and 
bullying them into letting us play a cou- 
ple of tunes. 

After we got out of the bar, Texas 
John stuck one leg in a sewer drain and 
took a face first dive into a big mud pud- 
dle. As he was being a pain in the ass, 
morose bonehead, | perked up and felt 
pretty good on the way home. Texas 
John was moaning all the way and won- 
dering if his leg was broken. What a 
baby! Vapid couldn't figure out why | was 
smirking in the back seat but after living 
with this Texas idiot who perpetually 
looks as if he’s just lost his best friend, a 
little bit of his discomfort goes a long way 
towards restoring my sense of humor. 


HOUSTON 


The place we played was pretty cool, 
though at first we were a little uptight, 
‘cause when we pulled up we saw a cou- 
ple of skinheads and some white power 
graffiti. False alarm, the show turned out 
good, Screeching Weasel kicking our ass 
as they were much better known than 
The Queers. But three people showed up 
to see The Queers who had never heard 


of S.W.! | made a point of telling Ben and 
Jughead that onell 

B-Face and | did witness two or three 
skins gang up on a punk and one chick- 
enshit blindsided the dude while he was 
being held. Typical skinhead, | say. A 
fucking homophobic little pansy mas- 
querading as a tough guy. Fuck you, ass- 
hole! You suck!I! I'd love to see how 
tough you are by yourself, shithead. 


AUSTIN 


We rolled into Austin and what's- 
her-face’s place by the airport. RIGHT 
near it. As a matter of fact, a couple 
times | thought the fuckers were landing 
on the house. | don’t know how people 
sleep next to airports or train tracks. | 
once lived about 42 feet (as the crow 
flies) from some train tracks and though 
all the neighbors swore up and down it 
didn’t bother them to have a train honk 
its horn at 3:00 A.M. right next to their 
houses (“You get used to it”), | was 
always jolted upright, eyes wide open in 
abject fear. And staying next to this air- 
port on the hard floor and smelling some 
asshole’s dirty socks produced the same 
result. | slept fitfully at best. 

On waking, we sauntered outside 
where we watched the planes coming in 
to land, ruffling our hair in the breeze (or 
at least Vapid’s - my skinhead hairdo 
resembling a chihuahua with the mange 
little able to do much ruffling). 

We had a horrible meal at some 
Mexican joint that our hostess recom- 
mended (I would've preferred a gas-sta- 
tion hot dog. *AUTHOR’S NOTE*!!! I had 
exactly one such dog on the road and 
received a stern admonition from Mr. 
Weasel about the perils of eating such 
swill. | might've listened if he hadn't 
been puffing on about eight Camel non- 
filters all at once while telling me. | per- 
sonally consider hot dogs to be the 
equivalent of tofu compared to three 
packs of butts a day...). I’m still a little 
puzzled by the menu there. Vapid, B- 
Face, Richard and | all went. We were 
second or third in line so we had a few 
minutes to study the menu on the wall. 
Even though | once worked in a Mexican 
restaurant, | was at a loss as to what to 
order besides a side of guacamole. | said 
quietly to Vapid, “I don’t undertsand how 
the hell this menu works, Vapid.” 

And he, with a look of pure bewil- 
derment, exclaimed “I don’t get it 
eitherlll,” eliciting a hearty bit of laughter 
from the lady behind us. If we'd stuck 
with the side of guacamole, we would've 
been better off, believe you me. 

When we got back to the house | 
cleaned up (and my hat goes off to these 
folks. | swear, they’re bigger slobs than 
me - a slob of legendary proportions. | 


was quite impressed; | haven't been into 
a place as scary as their bathroom since | 
got thrown in jail in Boston). 

Off we went to hang around down- 
town Austin. The Three Stooges (Vapid, 
B-Face and I) being one group and Ben, 
Jughead, Richard and Panic being the 
other. Vapid ended up being a crony of 
ours chiefly | think ‘cause we all share an 
infantile sense of humor and a known 
propensity for sucking down “a couple of 
cold ones” after a show. During the early 
days on the road, I’m sure Ben and the 
Jugster let Vapid go with us with some 
trepidation, but after a while they real- 
ized that our mere presence wasn't 
enough to turn them into drug taking 
zombies, so things lightened up. 

We ended up going to a few clothing 
stores and saw a bit of the town, finally 
hooking up with the main party in the 
late afternoon. Met some good guys from 
San Diego who were in the first band - 
they were called “Sprung Monkey”. Nice 
guys, though musically | was immune to 
their charms. 


ROAD 


After Austin, we headed off for 
Phoenix. A short little 18 hour jaunt 
remarkable only for the fact that we blew 
a tire about 15 minutes outside of El 
Paso. And a spring, | might add. 

Until we hit Berkeley, the van would 
swerve sickeningly from side to side 
‘cause the spring was blown. Ben was 
swearing up and down it was “the fuck- 
ing wind”, but | knew better. Something 
was amiss. | refused to drive, so Richard 
and Ben mostly drove. Jughead took the 
wheel for a while and I could tell he too 
was spooked. Ben said, “Why do I get the 
impression we're going to crash at any 
moment?” Jughead mumbled something 
or other in reply, and soon Mr. Weasel 
was back at the wheel. 

| personally got a kick out of watch- 
ing Ben drive or ride shotgun. His mouth 
rarely stopped talking and I realized he 
doesn't “slow down” much at all, Only 
when he’s sleeping. Quite a funny bas- 
tard. 


PHOENIX 


We ended up getting a motel room 
where we kind of kicked back for a while. 
After getting the van checked out 
and finding out about the spring, we 
found the skateboard warehouse where 
we would be playing. Incidentally, Ben 
never said anything about the spring. In 
any other circumstances, old Joe Queer 
would've had a word or two to say - 
something along the lines of, “I told you 
so, bonehead.” But | kept quiet. 

The show was very well attended. It 
was tough at a lot of the shows for the 
Queer boys ‘cause a lot of the kids didn't 


know our tunes but we always seemed to 
win over a few fans at each show. 

Some dumb girl let off mace in the 
pit. | was alone, guarding the S.W. and © 
Queers merchandise, B-Face was out- 
side, the Weasels were playing and 
Richard was on stage with them. They all 
bailed outside when the mace went off 
and | was left alone to get maced. | 
didn’t dare leave the merchandise so | 
was stuck ingesting a goodly amount of 
mace until | finally got some idiot to open 
the other door so | could bring the shit to 
the van. As | was choking, | watched 
Vapid innocently walk back in (they 
hadn't got him with the shit). | wasn’t 
able to talk and about two seconds later, 
old Vapid came out coughing and shit. 
That kinda cheered me up. 

Ben found the idiot who let off the 
mace and gave her a piece of his mind. 
I’m sure it went in one ear and out the 
other. | would've just called her an ass- 
hole and walked off. 

Before we left, this girl asked us to 
sign her pants. B-Face and Vapid did the 
sides, Ben and | got the ass. A couple 
days later | asked Ben what he wrote. 

“Ben Weasel was here’,” he said. 

“Shit, | wrote ‘Joe Queer was here’.” 


BAKERSFIELD 


Bakersfield sucked. We lost our fris- 
bee there, | had the shits, the crowd was 
lame and there were some real assholes 
there. 

The dude who put us up was cool. 
He and his friends even found out it was 
the Weaselmeister’s birthday and ran out 
and got a cake on the spur of the 
moment. They presented it to him back 
at the house. A reluctant smile creased 
his face and he acted halfway sane - an 
obvious show to us who were on the tour 
and privy to the “real” Ben Weasel. He's 
like Harry Dean Stanton in Repo Man - 
always INTENSE! 

| got bad vibes from the crowd at the 
show. A few looked like trouble, but no 
fights. There was one Mexican-looking 
girl there who B-Face and | declared 
“fucking hot”. | haven't yet beat off to the 
memory of her but I think maybe | will 
tonight now that I think of it. Where was 


1? 
LOS ANGELES 

We left the next afternoon for big old 
L.A. Whatta bummer. My sister and 
brother-in-law live about 10 blocks from 
the Macando club where the show was 
supposed to take place and | never saw 
‘em ‘cause we bailed at the last minute 
and went to Berkeley. 

A long story here, but in a nutshell, 
we smelled a rat with the promoter so we 
took off. | don’t know if | would’ve stayed 
or not but Ben and Jug were dealing with 


the whole thing so right around the time | should've 
been trading barbed quips with my sister and broth- 
er-in-law | was asking Panic to take his knees out of 
my back in the Weasel van loft. | didn't care. | want- 
ed to get to Lookoutland in Berkeley and see 
Larry. ae 
When we were in L.A., Vapid led us into a È- 
joint where the folks didn’t speak English, SS 
didn’t have a translation for the menu in 
English and couldn't figure out what the hell we 
wanted after fifteen minutes of aimless jabber- 
ing between 5 or 6 punk rock idiots and the 
owners of the Taqueria. Some bonehead off 
the street helped us order. | liked it - it was the 
best burrito | had on the whole tour. The light- 
weights who ordered the vegetarian burrito 
had a bit of trouble, though. | even ate 1 1/2 
jalapenos that these joints always have in a 
pan near the register. Those bastards were hot. 
Christ, just tonight | ate some pickled jalapenos 
| bought at the store and thought they were 
mild. After the West Coast, nothing fazes me 
short of one up my ass, and luckily, so far I’ve 
been spared that. 


BERKELEY 


We got into town late at night and 
crashed. Here we were in Berkeley!| Home of 
Gilman! | was kinda psyched. Weasel was less 
than thrilled, | noticed. In between puffs, he 
declared (with a scowl on his face like he just 
stepped on some dogshit in his bare feet), 
“Fucking California - I'm tellin’ ya man, there's 
nothin’ but hippies and smelly punx. Trust me, 
Joe King Queer, this place sux!!!” 

In a lotta ways he was right but on our first tour 
| was too excited to be pissed off about the bone- 
heads in evidence around every corner. Hey - I’ve 
lived in fucking Venice Beach, Berkeley didn't faze 
me in the least. 

We met Blake from Jawbreaker, his roommate 
what’s-her-name, and Pat, Chris, Theo, Jeff Bale, 
Chris Dodge, Tim Yohannan, Brian Devereaux, Mel 
Shredder, Jesse Blatz, shit, the list goes on and on. 
We went to the MRR housel! We had a good time but 
every now and then B-Face and | would shake our 
heads and say, “Wish old Hubie was here with us.” 
Ya see, we kinda missed our drummer (he being one 
of the gang and all) and though Panic filled in 
admirably, hell, we missed our drummer. 

The Gilman gig was great. A lotta people 
showed up. Tim Y. organized a bunch of idiots to 
throw whipped cream pies at S.W. while they were 
playing. Me and B-Face were at the merchandise 
counter and saw them go through the crowd toward 
the stage. | leaned over to B-Face and said, “Weasel 
ain't gonna like this one...” 

The band got covered, Ben 
got pissed (I don’t blame him) and 
the Weasels only played around 
thirty minutes. 

But from The Queers stand- 
point it was a great time. 


SAN JOSE 


l knew this show was gonna 
suck, A pizza parlor in a semi-strip 
mall with some menacing nean- 
drethals working the door. No 
fuckin’ way. 

I’m scratching my ass going, 
does Weasel know this? | mean, 
these racist assholes, being Greek, 
owning a pizza parlor, getting 
kicked around verbally, financially, 
probably physically (what am I say- 
ing? Those assholes at the door 
could've picked their teeth with 
Hulk Hogan) most likely said, 
“Finally - a chance to give some 
shit backl! Let’s go, boys. No one in 
and out!! Not even band!!! No trust 
anyone, especially guy in Queers 
jacket - he homo!!!” 

Well, | don’t actually know what they said but 
from the amount of crap | received from the door 


crew, for going to the van to get my guitar for chris- 
sakes, | can’t be too far wrong. 

Well, they ended up paying S.W. to leave, their 
falafel-sodden minds equating this lame punk show 
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(as far as trouble, | mean) to one of the more trou- 
bling crowd scenes in “Invasion Of The Body 
Snatchers”. Pussies!! They even called the cops and 
three or four cruisers pulled up to make sure we left 
quickly and quietly. Back to Berkeley and Pat and 
Theo’s house. We left the next day and headed for 
Reno. | was bummed we were leaving the sunny 
climes of California. Weasel surely didn’t share my 
sentiment. 


RENO 


Reno was cold after Cal. | remember passing 
through the mountains and being thankful the spring 
was fixed. We got to the bar we were playing in the 
late afternoon and had a blast playing the video 
poker machines. 

Me and Ben were sitting side by side and Vapid 
came up to me as | was kicking some serious butt. 

“Hey Joe, can you borrow me two bucks?” 

Weasel cringed: “It’s lend, Vapid, lend!! How 
many times have | told you, lend, not borrow!!” 


“Oh yeah.... dat word always screws me up. | 
don't know why.” 
After the Weasel/Vapid comedy duo stopped 


discussing “lend” and “borrow” and their respective 
uses, we got back to playing. 

More Vapidisms from the tour: To B-Face dis- 
cussing the fact that someone didn’t like Screeching 
Weasel - “I don’t give a hell.” 

Completely out of the blue to no one in 
particular while we were driving to San Jose: 
“Yeah... | think I'm gonna go see a movie when 
I get back home.” Thank you for sharing. 

They only let him ride shotgun two or 
three times on the whole tour. He got us lost 
twice by not paying attention. His finest 
EE moment perhaps when he got us lost near San 
EH Jose to the point where we were heading the 
eae wrong way on the freeway. 

Leaving S.F. he was remarking on a burri- 
to he had eaten the previous night and how he 
liked the cheese on it: “This town has really 
good cheese, y'know?” | kept hoping he’d ask 
for San Francisco cheese on his next omelet but 
it wasn’t meant to be. 


FORT COLLINS 


Anyway, the Reno show was kinda tame. 
E Afterwards, we bailed and drove eighteen | 
hours to Fort Collins, Colorado. | drove a lot of 
the way. At one point I saw a herd of buffalo. | 
told everyone but not one of those city slickers 
looked. Just B-Face - “Cool dude”. 

After we got back to town | had to go by 
my folks’ house late one night - B-Face waited 
me outside, When | got back to the car, he said, 
iq “Dude, the whole time you were in the house 
= (about 10 minutes) | was watching this rabbit 

wi on the front lawn. He didn’t move, he just 
stayed there. It was cool; | watched him the whole 
time!!” His eyes were as wide as saucers. Shit - good 
old B-Face. | knew he’d check out those buffalo 
(though he was probably more impressed by the 
giant Budweiser brewery just outside Fort Collins - | 
know I was). 

This show turned out to be pretty rad. Good 
frisbee in the parking lot; big crowd. We personally 
sold a lot of shit at that show. 

Ben got into a fight with the manager of the 
Motel 6 where we stayed. The guy’s name was Virgil 
Dial. Weasel didn’t get his wake up call, so me and 
him went down to the office and a big confrontation 
took place. The guy was an asshole to us. Instead of 
apologizing about the wake up call he doubted 
our story. Got no satisfaction. 


LAWRENCE 


This guy Keith in K.C. had written to me asking 
for a Queers record. | sent him one and retarded 
correspondence ensued (Whaddya expect from Joe Q 
and a nut from Kansas?). 

We rolled into town around 
noontime Thursday. Keri put us up. 
As we were coming back from break- 
fast, Keith (who heretofore had never 
met us) came driving by and spotted 
the old Queers jacket on yours truly - 
| finally met the crazy bastard face to 
face. (If this story is a bit disjointed, 
it’s because I'm starving here at 
12:15 A.M. and I'm going for a tuna 
sandwich at the all-night coffee shop 
[actually | just don’t have the heart to 
admit to the editor of this rag that 
I'm most likely going for a chili dog, 
like the kind they sell in gas sta- 
tions)). 

We rested all afternoon and 
then went to the show. Not a lotta 
people but we had a good time - 
GREAT crowd and | can’t wait to get 
back there!! 

After saying our tearful good- 
byes, we loaded in and headed out 
smiling, 1 surely wasn’t yakking it up 
on l-35 into Minnesota. 


MINNEAPOLIS 


| crashed for a while when we left Lawrence 
and , then again, | was thrown behind the wheel at 
3:45 A.M. in a blinding snowstorm with B-Face riding 
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shotgun. Everyone crashed, including the 
Weaselmeister, but not before he told me, “Joe 
Queer, wake me up half an hour outside of 
Minneapolis, l'Il take it from there.” 

With a faint hope | instructed B-Face to get out 
the atlas and see how far we were, hoping to hear it 
was about 98 miles. It was more like 325 and the 
snow was really coming down. | couldn’t see shit - 
the snow was piling up, the wind was howling - even 
now, months later, | can still vividly recall that drive. 

At one point | told B-Face we'd have to pull 
over or risk going off the road. | also remember liter- 
ally praying for the sun to come up so | could see. 

When the sun finally did come up, the snow 
stopped but there were cars off the road everywhere. 
There was even a huge truck in the middle of a corn 
field. The road was still icy and the wind was still 
whipping. A couple of times | thought we lost it. 
Somehow we pulled through, Weasel sleeping 
peacefully, of course. 

Around 10:00 A.M. | pulled off to a gas station 
and realized we were about 90 miles outside of 
Minneapolis! 

Weasel jumped up and confidently said, “Joe 
Queer, I'll take it from here.” By this time the road 
was fine. 

Me and B-Face were rattled; eyes all bloodshot, 
hands shaking. ! crawled into the store and decided, 
fuck it, | won't have a beer at 10:00 A.M. (even 
though | deserved one) but I’m apas have a hot 
dog, goddamn itl! 

Weasel - oblivious to the barong hell ride I'd 
just been through - started giving me some shit 
about my gas station hot dog. He took one look at 
my eyes ond shut up quick. He ain't a guy who backs 
down easily, but he did that morning. | would've 
killed him in another two minutes. We risk life and 
limb to get our smelly asses up to Minneapolis - for 
what?? To sleep on a fucking hard floor. | drank a 
couple of beers that night! 

The show was pretty good - Felix von Havoc 


making a complete ass of himself. We played a lot of 
pinball that afternoon. The Queers did ok. The 
Quincy Punx weren't my cup of joe and | missed the 
Weasels set ‘cause | was hanging at a bar around 
the corner with my ex-grilfriend Cara and her soon- 
to-be ex-husband, Smitty. That was the most | drank 
on the tour - they kept buying the beers. 

Afterwards, me, B-Face, Vapid, Cara and Smitty 
went to a bar down the street from where we were 
staying and drank a few more beers. Cara was 
exhibiting her old “make the boyfriend (or husband) 
jealous” moves that used to really piss me off. 
Thankfully, Smitty was the one being pissed off this 
time, not me. Two weeks later, they split up. No sur- 
prise here!| 

When we got back to the house, Ben was up. 

"Shit, | thought you guys would be shit-faced.” 

| mumbled something like, “Nah, we just had a 
couple” and ran (or staggered) upstairs with B-Face. 


JANESVILLE 


Minneapolis to Janesville wasenly about a six 
hour ride, We stopped once and ate at some joint 
that had a big buffet for $5.99 - all you can eat. It 
was ok. The Weasel couldn't resist making some 
derogatory comments about the baked chicken. | 
swear, he’s going to catch me in the wrong mood 
one of these days; if you ever see him wandering 
around with a chicken bone stuck out of his ass, 
you'll know he pushed me too farl! 

We made it to Janesville, Wisconsin and Portia 
and Elise met us there. The show was ok. 


CHICAGO 


We headed back to Chicago and by 12:30 A.M. 
we were eating at Ray's. We even went to a party at. 
Pat and Greg's. Between the Spanish metalheads 
and the “Sick Of It All” tattoo boys (on acid, | might 
add), we went out the back door and Dr. Bob 
Vindictive gave us a ride home. Thank God. Christ, 
here’s these asshole metalhead acid freaks beating 
each other up and | come parading in the door with 


a “QUEERS ARE HERE” jacket. We beat a hasty 
retreat into the back room about two seconds before 
a huge brawl took place. That was when I'd seen 
enough and took off over the fence. 

The next day was the last show. It took place at 
Isabel's, it was the first show there. | met Vapid’s 
brother, The Gooch. 

It was a pretty good show. | climbed onstage 
and sang “Like A Parasite” with the Weasels. | didn’t 
jump onstage with them once the whole tour, so | 
figured what the hell. 

And that was it. B-Face and | caught the train 
outta Chicago the next afternoon and headed home. 
All in all a good time, and | can’t wait to go out this 
fall. See ya thenl 


Editor’s note: Most of 
what you’ve just read is 
either sick exaggeration or 
outright lies. It’s just part of 
Joe King Queer’s rascally 
nature. Oh yeah, Joey 
Vindictive taped The Queers 
show at Isabel’s and has 
just released part of it as a 


Nsix song EP on VML Records. 


See the review section for 
the poop. 
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The following article was written for and 
printed in the Detroit Free Press Sunday 
magazine supplement by the infamous Ben 
Hamper. It ran on June 27th of this year. 
There are some glaring inaccuracies within. 
Most of them you can probably figure out for 
yourself, but it’s my duty to point out that A. 
The boneheads in Baltimore were not skin- 
heads, B. Richard had as much (or more) to 
do with dealing with said boneheads as I did, 
C. Hamper was too drunk to remember that 
our almost fistfight was over an entirely dif- 
ferent issue than he claims and D. Our sup- 
posed conversation about The Turtles is 
entirely fabricated. Of course I know who the 
friggin’ Turtles were, as does anyone who’s 
ever listened to a radio or seen a TV commer- 
cial. 

I have fixed other factual inaccuracies, 
such as Hamper referring to our Ford as a 
Dodge, etc. I’ve also cut out some of the 
explanatory bullshit that any punk knows. 

For a “family” newspaper this is a damn 
fine article. I’m pleased in particular, ‘cause 
it largely portrays me in a quite favorable 
light (for the flipside of that, see Joe King’s 
slanderous article). 
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tardiness. “So very nice of you to drop by,” 
he chides. 

“Didn't you get my message?” I ask. “The 
promoter was supposed to direct you over to 
the Torch Bar just down the alley.” 

Ben Weasel winces. “I walked through 
there two hours ago and you were nowhere 
to be found,” he says. “What an absolutely 
horrifying place.” 

“Bad timing,” I explain. Two hours ago 
the Torch would've still been clogged with all 
sorts of loud business slobs shedding the. 
work week in scotch-induced stupors. 

“It’s all clear now if you'd like to go back 
over for a beer or a burger,” I say. 

Weasel waves me off. “Absolutely horrify- 
ing,” he repeats. 

“Well, welcome to Flint, Mr. Weasel,” I 


laugh. 


My first contact with Ben Weasel came 
when I read one of his monthly columns ina 
magazine called Maximum Rock-N-Roll, the 
holy writ of punk rock. In a January column, 
Weasel asked readers to contact him if they 
knew where he might find Ben Hamper, who 
he mentioned had been featured in the movie 
“Roger & Me” and had written a book called 
“Rivethead.” Figuring that I had as much 
knowledge as anyone on this matter, I 
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Ben liked it too, though he was quick to 
remind me that a Screeching Weasel tour 
was devoid of any form of glamour, unless 
you were partial to snoozing on floors and 
being crammed like cattle into a creaky van 
full of fatigued wisenheimers. 

In deference to me, he decided to switch 
the first tour date from Battle Creek to Flint.” 

He'd been curious about my hometown 
ever since viewing “Roger & Me.” He even 
asked me if Rhonda Britton, the movie's 
notorious “Bunny Lady,” ever attended any 
Flint punk shows. 

“No,” I answered, “but it’s not the least 
bit uncommon to see Michael Moore and 
Roger Smith dueling in the mosh pit on any 
given weekend.” 

“Hamper?” Mr. Weasel groaned. “Shut 


up. 


The bill for the Flint show was a good 
one. The Rugby Mothers, a rambunctious 
trio from Bay City, opened with their cus- 
tomary brand of bop-crazed hardcore. The 
show also featured Flint’s Guilty Bystanders, 
an endearing five-piece best known for their 
ability to meld musical apathy into comic tri- 
umph. 

Two members of this band still carry 
around the onus of having been key players 
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ROCK & ROLL? 


Hamper got screwed around a bit by his 
editor and plans to write his full version of the 
story (along with other stuff from future 
adventures he’s planning with us) for a chap- 
ter in his newest book, “America Drinks and 
Goes Home.” If you haven’t read his other 
book, “Rivethead,” yet, buy a copy. Like now. 
It’s one of the greatest books written in the 
last ten years. 


“You must be Ben?” the young tough 
in the wool cap asks me as I halt in front of 
the Capitol Cafe on a frigid Friday night in 
downtown Flint. 

“I am if you are,” I reply with a dumb 
grin. 

Ben Weasel, lead singer and governing 
honcho of the Chicago-based punk rock 
band known as Screeching Weasel, nods his 
head and slouches back against a brick wall 
where an eager clot of adolescent towheads 
nudge in close for elbow room next to one of 
the more familiar personages in current 
punkdom. 

Weasel appears totally bored with the 
attention, preferring to pester me about my 
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trudged off to the phone. 

We wound up babbling for an hour or so. 
I found Ben Weasel to be very personable, 
quick-on-the-droll, and as contentiously 
opinionated as Rush Limbaugh at a Hinckley 
parole hearing. 

I learned that we had many things in 
common, the most curious being a stress 
disorder known as agoraphobia. We were 
even being prescribed the same medication, 
a relatively potent sedative called Klonopin. 
Ben confided he was hoping the drug would 
keep him calm during Screeching Weasel's 
upcoming spring tour, 

Right then, an idea struck me. Seeing as 
how I was currently consigned by a major 
publishing firm to deliver a second book - an 
account, ironically, of one man’s tremulous 
meanderings across America - why not join 
up with the Screeching Weasel tour and drag 
my notebook along on a punk rock junket? 

The more I thought about it, the more I 
liked the idea: Balding doofus whisked into 
the swirling vortex of an adolescent music 
form that still clung to his heart like Kool- 
Aid stains to an old codger's lip. One gray- 
beard’s valiant last stand against the hope- 
less encroachment of middle age. 


in my short-lived foray into the area punk 
scene via a mid-’80s noise ensemble known 
variously as Dr. Schwartz Kult, the Lousy 
Catholics and Puppets Under Smitty. Still, T 
somehow manage to resist lumbering up on 
stage when they suddenly unleash the 
Hamper-penned spiritual, “Bowling For 
Teenagers.” Oh, the wretched passage of 
youth so fleeting! 

The moment Screeching Weasel begins, 
it’s apparent that these fellers are playing for 
keeps. Without so much as a perfunctory 
nod to the crowd, they leap into high gear 
with their infectious blend of strident pop 
and seething punk whooshing through the - 
darkened cafe like a cyclone careening down 
an alleyway. 

Ben Weasel is unquestionably Screeching 
Weasel's focal point. Muscular and rigid, he 
bashes out jolting bar chords while barking 
into his mike in an open-legged stance that 
recalls a bayonet-wielding soldier from a 
kid's army man collection. How he intends to 
keep this up for the next two months is a 
giant mystery to me. 

For all the hubbub, the crowd remains 
strangely stoic. They seem to be waiting for 
some cue, Just as I’m about to condemn 


them all as enfeebled mommy-twits, they 
burst into motion as the band cranks up 
“Cindy's On Methadone,” a punk number 
that sounds like a Monkees tune being 
ripped apart at the seams and set afire. 

A section opens up in the middle of the 
crowd for the slamdancers. They smash into 
one another and hurl themselves to and fro 
like catapulted crash dummies. To the 
unaware, this form of frantic release might 
seem like a vast and violent melee. But there 
is no more malice in slam-dancing than in 
yesteryear’s Watusi. 

After the show, Ben introduces me to the 
rest of the band - Danny Vapid, Jughead and 
Dan Panic. (You were expecting Jefferson, 
Lincoln and Taft?) I also meet Richard, the 
band’s subdued road manager, a.k.a 
Richard the Roadie. There's little time to 
chat, as the band must hustle off for tomor- 
row night's show in Toronto. I'll hook up 
with them the following week for the eastern 
leg of their tour. 

Just before they depart, I 
pull Ben Weasel aside and 
ask him awkwardly if he 
would consider fashioning 
me a punk rock alias for use 
when we meet up in New 
Jersey. Something like 
Bernie Out, maybe, or Duff 
Geezer. 

“Hamper?” Mr. Weasel 
groans. 

“I know, I know. Shut 
up!” 


A week later, I arrive at a ait 
club in Hoboken called 4 
Maxwell's. The place looks 
more like a softball bar than 
a popular punk haven. I find 
the Weasels devouring large 
plates of vegetarian pasta in 
` a booth near the back. They Bea 


describe the previous night's es ri à = 


treacherous 14-hour van 
ride to New Britain, Conn., Stè 
as they engaged the Blizzard Bir: 
of the Century with a non- fF | 
functioning set of windshield 
wipers. “You'd have loved it, 
Hamper,” Ben Weasel grins. 

We move to the back room of the bar, 
where the opening band is playing. What a 
weird scene this is: while the band grinds 
through some rather sluggish raunch ‘n roll, 
a lanky guy teeters around atop a milk crate 
center-stage. He doesn’t sing or play an 
instrument. Apparently, his only role is to 
wriggle around on the milk crate, grimacing 
and contorting himself like an acid casualty 
being swarmed by bees. I can't even pretend 
to understand. 

By the time Screeching Weasel takes 
over, the small room is crammed with twer- 
py-something punk zealots decked out in 
reversed ball caps and button-laden leathers. 
I wade into their midst feeling every bit of my 
37 years. The Weasels blast into their set 
and I'm temporarily a kid again - bopping 
steadily, tilting with the tide and shouting 
along on the chorus parts. 

This changes quickly as the band launch- 
es into their third tune, a song appropriately 


entitled “Teenage Freakshow.” The crowd 
behind me suddenly rushes the stage, and 
my arm is nearly separated by one enor- 
mous oaf who slams through me as if I were 
a bed sheet on a clothes line. I retreat to the 
back of the room. 

The highlight of the show comes when an 
acrobatic stage-diver soars so high through 
the air that he actually smacks into a cheap 
chandelier which rains a cloud of dust down 
on the crowd. No harm, no foul. The kid 
quickly clambers back on stage for another 
plunge. 

As one who has involved himself in such 
shenanigans, I can attest that stage-diving 
can be glorious fun. It can also be one hellu- 
va risk. Once airborne, the diver is at the 
mercy of the crowd. It is essential that the ° 
crowd organize itself and pull together in an 
effort to buffer the descent of all incoming 
stage-divers. The last thing you want to see 
as a human projectile is a landing area 
devoid of awaiting arms. Concussions and 
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busted limbs have a way of putting a huge 
damper on that old punk rock spirit. 

The Weasels play their customary 35- 
minute set - 12 zip-gun standards plus two 
encore tunes. As Ben Weasel had asserted 
before the show, there's simply no excuse for 
a band to drag on any longer than 40 min- 
utes. Watching the crowd file out, it’s evident 
that his claim is accurate. The kids are both 
satiated and saturated. All of this having 
been accomplished in roughly the same 
amount of time U2 or Van Halen would've 
needed just to hike up their leotards and 
huddle with their hairdressers. 


The next morning, Ben Weasel calls up to 
my hotel room and leads me out to the 
Weaselmobile, a dingy 1983 Ford Econoline 
van that will serve as my home base for the 
next week. 

As I plop on an old sofa in the middle of 
the van, it's obvious Ben Weasel is not in the 
best of moods. He orders Richard into the 


penn 


driver's seat and begins ranting obscenities 
at nearby motorists snagged in the 
Manhattan traffic. Getting nowhere with that, 
he twists around from his shotgun seat and 
confers with Jughead, who is in the process 
of tallying up last night's revenue. “How'd we 
do?” he asks. 

“Six hundred and change,” Jughead 
answers. 

“Let's find a bank, mail home a money 
order and get the hell outta here.” 

Things settle down as we finally reach the 
interstate. Ben busies himself writing letters 
and memos. Jughead and Panic catch some 
sleep. Vapid curls up in the crawl space with 
a Charles Bukowski novel. I chain smoke, 
chew down Rolaids and stare out the win- 
dow. 

On arrival in Boston, we pile out in front 
of this evening’s venue, an East Indian 
restaurant that houses a junky little punk 
club. The Weasels are famished and move 
into the restaurant to order their compli- 
mentary meals. No big fan of 
Indian cuisine, I wander next 
door to a bar. 

Upon returning, I spot 
the Weasels grouped around 
the stage chatting with four 

es older guys. Ben motions me 
_ © {over for introductions. 

= af These are the Queers,” he 

a tells me. “They will be play- 
fe ing with us tonight and in 

We all shake hands. They 
seem like normal middle- 
agers. One guy has a large 
pot belly, one is balding 
rapidly and the tallest one 
looks like a sloppy version 
of Graham Nash. 

“Pleased to meet some- 
one who's old enough to 
fea remember Woodstock and 
ea nehru jackets,” I say as I 
shake the hand of Joe King, 

the band's singer. 
The club is hopelessly 
J packed as the Queers begin 
their set. They dole out 
happy-go-loopy chuckle- 
bombs on the order of “Hi Mom, It’s Me,” 
“Murder in the Brady House,” and the 
sportive anthem, “I Hate Everything” 
(Inspirational passage: I hate working 
around the house/ I hate mowing the lawn/ 
I hate doing my homework/ I even hate this 
song!). 

Before Screeching Weasel goes on, I ask 
Ben if it would be all right if I took in the 
band's set from a spot on the stage. I'm curi- 
ous to see just what all this mayhem looks 
like from the band's perspective. Weasel tells 
me to wedge in beside Panic’s drum kit. 

He strikes into the first tune and the 
place goes berserk. The crowd looks like one 
massive ant farm under seige. Bodies collide 
everywhere in a colossal free-for-all, and the 
meek are being trampled. Some of the more 
belligerent morons are creating macho havoc 
at the edge of the stage, and Richard has his 
hands full trying to protect Ben and Vapid 
from having their mike stands rammed 
down their throats. One tunkhead with sev- 


eral tattoos stations himself right up front 
and does nothing but scream obscenities. 

= We depart on the long trip back to New 
Jersey. The Weaselmobile is as frigid asa 
meat locker and sleep is impossible for 
everyone with the exception of Vapid, who 
snores like a drugged mule from the depths 
of the crawl space. 

Ben Weasel is even more manic than 
usual, alternately fuming about havng to play 
venues that serve alcohol and wondering 
aloud why all the females in the crowd tend 
to flock around someone as disposable as 
Dan Panic, the band’s drummer. 

At 22, Panic is the youngest member of 
the band and the latest addition to the 
revolving lineup of Screeching Weasel. He is 
also the only guy in the group who holds an 
outside job, working in the produce section 
of a large supermarket. The others, all bach- 
elors like Panic, manage to scrape by on tour 
earnings and royalties from the sale of the 
band’s four records. None of them seems on 
the verge of escaping the poverty level, a con- 
dition that doesn't appear to concern them 
as long as the band continues to gain wider 
recognition. 

The Weasels formed in 1986 after 
Ben got a job at a movie theater where 
he met up with Jughead. Now 25 and 26 
respectively, they are the only holdovers 
from the original band. (Danny Vapid, 
23, joined up in 1989 as a replacement 
for the departing “Fish”.) 

It's clear that Weasel's role stretches 
far beyond singer and second guitar. 
Out here on tour, he’s equal parts Ward 
Cleaver, George Patton and Henny 
Youngman. He likes to depict the band 
as a Strictly autonomous union of 
chums, but without him it's clear 
Screeching Weasel would quickly 
screech to a halt. 

The afternoon after the Boston gig. 
we tumble out in Philadelphia in front oft 
a large club called Dobb's. Richard unloads 
the equipment at breakneck speed as the 
relieved promoter practically flounders to 
his knees and kisses the band’s feet. 

Too fatigued to jostle around with a fren- 
zied bunch of under-agers, I retire upstairs 
to a bar with a wide-screen TV that beams 
out the band’s set. I’m joined by Joe King of 
the Queers, and I take the opportunity to ask 
him what an aging restaurateur from a small 
town in New Hampshire is doing immersed 
in such a youth-oriented music scene. 

“Who wants to grow up?” he answers. 
“Punk rock is like going to the circus to 
watch all the clowns. There's the attraction 
of going out to the garage, making a lot of 
noise, and riling your parents. Even though 
we're older now, we still enjoy that.” 

The next morning, we drive to Baltimore, 
where the Weasels are booked for another 
all-ages matinee show. From the moment we 
arrive in front of the venue (actually, nothing 
more than a cavernous abandoned ware- 
house in the slums), I’m filled with fear and 
apprehension. The location is bad enough, 
but the real cause of my uneasiness is the 
crowd filing into the building. The majority 
look like violent throwbacks to a bygone era 
where the term “punk-rocker” was just a 
euphemism for “cretinous thug,” 


Ben Weasel is no less discouraged. “It's 
as if every Sid Vicious clone in the state has 
crawled out from under a rock,” he moans. 

To Ben's further annoyance, most of 
these skinheads are drunk on arrival for a 
show that was promoted as a strictly booze- 
free event. All we can do is buckle in for a 
bumpy ride. 

Before Screeching Weasel goes on, Ben 
asks me if I might man the merchandise 
table, freeing Richard the Roadie to protect 
the stage. I take my place in back next toa 
group of scrubby punks from the Anarchist 
Youth Federation who are busy peddling all 
kinds of ridiculous pamphlets and flyers 
condemning the sorry American way. It's 
pathetic. Most of these ideological low-brows 
probably car-pooled in from the suburbs in 
their mommy's station wagons. 

The band has hardly begun when I hear 
Ben Weasel halt the show. An idiot up front 
has just splattered him with a mouthful of 
beer, and Ben's attempting to track the guy 
down. Failing at that, Weasel gets into a 
heckling match with a bunch of bozos in 
mohawk hairdos who seem to believe it’s 
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their right to spit beer on whomever they 
choose. Things only degenerate from that 
point on, and Screeching Weasel rushes 
through an abbreviated set before hustling 
off stage. Tension and bad vibrations clog 
the room as Weasel tells me to pack the mer- 
chandise, It's obviously time to bail. 

By the time we get everything back in the 
van, an ugly throng has encircled the 
Weaselmobile. If it were up to me, I'd plow 
right through their midst while tearing 
toward the first expressway ramp. But it's 
not my call, so all I can do is squirm in the 
driver’s seat of the van while Ben Weasel 
squats on the hood in front of me and begins 
badgering this churlish mob. He may be out- 
numbered, but he’s sure not outwitted. 

Locating the crud who spit beer on him, 
Weasel immediately challenges the guy to 
repeat the act. “C'mon tough guy, show all 
your friends what a hard-ass you are. 
Obviously, you've got all your macho buddies 
to back you up. So what's the problem, 
tough guy?” 

Nothing like a public undressing to 
expose a milksop. The guy fades back into 
the crowd muttering something about how 
he didn't intend any harm. Within minutes, 
the mob begins to disperse down the block. I 
loosen the grip I've been holding on the 
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wrench at my side and breathe a sigh of 
relief as Weasel converses with a group of 
the more level-headed punks. 

“Tm not into cheap shots,” he tells them. 
“I certainly didn't come all the way to 
Baltimore to be spit on.” 

Back in the van, I compliment Ben on his 
gutsy oratorical intervention. I have to hand 
it to him for keeping his cool. Had that been 
me out there, I tell him, I'd have lost control 
and beat each and every one of those hair- 
less goomers totally senseless. My macho 
pose makes a big impression on the band, 
which dissolves in laughter. 

The King’s Head Inn in Norfolk, Va., is 
safe turf, a smoothly-run rock ‘n’ roll club 
with a friendly staff of doormen and bar- 
maids. Even the bouncers seem pleasant. It's 
obvious that the violent ambience of the 
dreaded Baltimore show will not repeat itself 
tonight. 

While Ben Weasel disappears into the 
night for his pre-show solitude, I grab Vapid 
and we belly up to the bar. The band is 
allowed 12 free beers, and since Vapid is the 
only member who drinks (Ben holds him to 
a two-beer maximum before playing), 
{I'm allowed to drink up as much of the 
[remaining surplus as I wish. I can live 
[with such perks. 
| The promoter joins us at the bar. 
He already seems to know Vapid and 
ishakes his hand. I decide to provide my 
[own introduction. “So nice to meet 
you,” I say, extending my hand. “I'm 
,)Danny’s father.” 
d| “Well, it’s certainly a pleasure to 
‘meet you, Mister, um...” 

“Vapid,” I answer. 

| Screeching Weasel sounds great this 
levening. The crowd is very active but 
well-behaved. I stand along the fringe of 
the mosh pit and sing my lungs out on 
the soaring chorus breaks. By this 
point in the tour, I feel a deep kinship 
with the band, a bond that transcends my 
initial role as tagalong hack. 

Standing around after the show, the pro- 
moter pays the band and remarks to Ben 
how nice it is that Mr. Vapid is so supportive 
of his son's musical endeavors that he even 
takes time out to tour with the group. Ben 
Weasel smiles and shrugs. “Thankfully, Mr. 
Vapid keeps me in line,” he says. 

The nine-hour ride to South Carolina is a 
miserable trek, The van is so cold that you 
can actually trace your breath. Sleep depri- 
vation is taking its toll as everyone bickers 
over custody of the crawl space, the only 
spot in the van where one can sprawl out 
and begin to thaw. We decide to rotate in 
three-hour shifts. When my turn arrives, it’s 
already daylight. Though I can't manage to 
fall asleep, I'm at least able to keep warm. 

We finally roll into the tiny burg of 
Inman, S.C., and Richard halts the van in 
front of a large immaculate two-story house. 
Some perky-looking teenager who looks like 
a refugee from the set of “Growing Pains” 
trots down the driveway to greet us. 

“Hi, I'm Jason,” the kid says. "Welcome 
to Inman.” 

As it turns out, Jason is promoting 
tonight's Screeching Weasel show at his 
mother's place of business - the Wee Care 
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Day Care Center. I am not making this up. 
He leads us into his home as Ben tells him 
that we all need sleep. Jason scatters us 
around and I wind up in his little brother's 
bedroom surrounded by gumball machines, 
-autographed baseballs and framed cartoon 
characters. Unable to sleep due to this 
increasing fear that Aunt Bea might barge 
‘through the door at any given moment to 
scold me for bedding down with my socks 
on, I join Jason downstairs to watch game 
shows and wait for the others to awaken. 

We arrive early at the day care center to 
help Jason and his mom stow away all the 
toys, books, board games and plastic kiddy 
furniture. While Ben and Richard leave to 
fetch a few pizzas, I stare on as Panic and 
Vapid furiously piece together a mammoth 
puzzle of teen idol Luke Perry. I can’t help 
but wonder what those fascist boneheads 
from the Anarchist Youth Federation back in 
Baltimore might think of this preposterously 
wholesome scene. 

Despite a torrential hailstorm, nearly 100 
mannerly teens make it to the show. 

They sit cross-legged in perfect rows on 
the checkered carpet, applauding in 
almost reverential fashion after each 
song. It's easy to see that big-league 
punkorama doesn't come their way 
often. It’s a certain bet that fy 
Jason's gonna be Big Twig On Æ -ia 
Campus for as long as he choos- # 
es to flaunt the title. 

Its after midnight when we 
arrive back at Jason’s house, 
His mom invites us to spend 
the night and begins cooking 
up a huge meal of scrambled 
eggs, sausage and homemade 
biscuits. We are offered warm re 
showers and clean towels. Ben W% 
uses the phone to call his girl- 
friend and half of America. I 
stomp Vapid and Jughead at 
pool before heading off for blessed 
slumber. 

Sprawled in a warm bed, I can't 
help but chuckle to myself. I'm recall- 
ing an old episode of “Happy Days” in 
which the Cunningham household is taken 
over by a popular doo-wop band that takes 
full advantage of the run of the roost. Art 
imitating life over and over and over. 


The next afternoon while driving to 
Charlotte, N.C., Ben orders Richard to pull 
off the interstate in order to go browsing at 
one of those cheesy roadside T-shirt empori- 
ums. I have no idea what Weasel could possi- 
bly be in the market for. 

Ten minutes later, he hops back into the 
van and shows us what he’s purchased. He 
slaps a bright red ball cap on his head that 
reads “USA American & Proud.” He hangs a 
heart-shaped air freshener that says, “I Love 
Jesus” from the rearview mirror. He then 
presents a trio of bumper stickers which 
proclaim: “Welcome Our Troops Back 
Home,” “Made In America,” and “These 
Colors Never Run.” 

“Considering our locale, I figured some 
patriotic emblems might save our necks.” 

Perhaps there is some real sense to 
Weasel’s logic. God knows if we were pulled 


over in this bumpkin belt for any minor vio- 
lation there would likely be little mercy paid 
to a sloven punk rock entourage with Yankee 
plates. Besides a lengthy detention and a 
complete body cavity search, we'd probably 
find ourselves bunched in some hasty police 
lineup for crimes that had not yet been com- 
mitted. 


Tonight's venue is a club called 
Milestones, a squalid dungeon splattered 
with wall-to-wall graffiti and the scent of 
stale booze. After a particularly awful open- 
ing act, the Weasels send the packed house 
into a total frenzy the moment they begin. 
For the most part, it’s an older crowd, and 
the majority seem heavily snockered as they 
collide in a turbulent scrum. If you were to 
engage in this kind of hit-and-run on a pub- 
lic street, the chances are good that you'd be 
clubbed into submission, hauled away, fin- 
gerprinted, and brought up on charges of 
aggravated assault. How it is that not a single 
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ecomes agl- 
tated enough to throw a punch is a real per- 
plexity. 

Though the crowd pleads for more, I'm 
not surprised in the least when Ben Weasel 
jumps offstage and refuses to play an encore. 
His disdain for drunkards is almost as hard- 
line as his unylelding revulsion toward pot- 
smokers. 

Eventually, he sits down next to Vapid 
and me, orders a soda, and broods silently. 
A steady stream of fans approach him, but 
he either ignores them entirely or brusquely 
tells them to beat it. We are quickly ordered 
into the van. 

- Having had a snootful myself, I confront 
Ben regarding his churlish demeanor with 
the group's fans. I contend that not everyone 
operates under his stringent code of ethics. 
After all, wasn’t punk rock largely based on 


the idea of individualized expression? 
“You're a damn celebrity to many of these 


people,” I say. “They buy your music. Just 
because they may lack certain verbal skills is 
no reason to treat them with such sullen 
contempt.” 

“Richard, pull the van over,” Weasel says. 
"I want a piece of Mr. Congeniality.” 

“Let's do it,” I laugh. “Perhaps a thorough 
butt-stomping will help straighten out your 
act, you overweening juvenile delinquent.” 

Richard shakes his head and we drive on 
toward Columbia, S.C. Everything is entirely 
still outside of the purr of the engine and ` 
Vapid’s unremitting snore. 

We arrive to an overflow crowd in front of 
a club called Rockafellas. Since it’s my last 
stop on the tour, Ben pulls me aside and 
asks if I'd care to try “stage-goofing” for the 
band tonight - securing the stage, fending off 
the morons, and seeing that no harm comes 
to the lead singer. 

“It might provide you with some interest- 
ing material,” he says. 

“It might provide me with a splintered 
skull,” I reply. “Couldn't I Just stand some- 
hwere and rattle a tambourine like that fat 


guy in the Turtles?” 


“Who the hell are the Turtles?” Weasel 
bà asks. 

“Well, back in the mid-’60s, they 
had a string of...aw, forget it.” 


My decision to pass on the stage 
goof offer turns out to be a wise 


a Despite large signs on both 
sides of the stage stating “No 
Stage Diving” (a legal formality), 
the kids lunge one after another 
like paratroopers funneling out 
dof a burning DC-3. Richard 
sweats profusely as he hastens 
back and forth along the front 
of the stage, attempting to push 
the dawdlers back into the 

see crowd and keep Ben from being 
224 swarmed and mangled, 

‘< Things eventually become so 

frenetic that the promoter asks 
Screeching Weasel to halt the show 
for a moment while he makes an 
impassioned little plea for everyone to 
cool down. 

Due to the overabundance of stage- 
divers, there are injuries taking place up 
front. “Come on, kids,” he appeals like some 
old hippie, “Take care of your brothers. Let's 
have fun, but please remember to catch the 


stage-divers!” 
erhaps someone forget to remind him 


that this isn't Woodstock, this isn't American 
Bandstand, and most definitely, this ain’t the 
Summer of Love. The kids pick up right 
where they left off. I suppose they don’t call it 
punk rock for nothing. 

After the show, I shake hands with the 
Weasels and wish them well as they prepare 
to whisk off for the next town and the next 
bash-happy swarm of restless tykes. 

In a way, I'm sad to be jumping ship. For 
a while there, I almost had myself convinced 
that I should uncrate my old guitar and call 
up the old gang when I returned home. 
Forget the rotten notion ‘that a balding, mid- 
dle-aged slug with a pot belly and a nerve 
condition was somehow sentenced to a dull 
glide towards prune juice, pruning shears 


and putt-putt golf. . 
After all, rock ‘n’ roll never forgets. 


Unfortunately, people do. 


FROM YOUR BOY © 


LETTERS FROM TOUR: A WEASELLY PERSPECTIVE 


3/18/93 (London has hundreds of donut shops by the way, an 
oddity that the locals seem unable to explain with any- 
Joey - thing but stale imitations of sarcasm). 


Tim himself is dead. | know it sounds unbelievably 
offensive, eating donuts at a dead guy’s Fe 
shop, but the coffee is “always fresh” and the 
waitresses were friendly. 

Tim was apparently a huge hockey star 
before his untimely death. A large poster on 
the wall told of the Tim Horton legend, but in } 
order to read it, I'd have had to hover over a 
tablaful of cantankerous-looking Canucks 
who surely would have smelled the powerful 
scent of America on me & de-pantsed me (or 
employed some other evil Canadian humilla- 
tion technique). Did Tim dle on the ice? Did 
he take a puck to the head or a stick to some 
fragile internal organ? Perhaps he was fatal- 
ly assaulted by a rabid fan. Was it a slow 
death? Car wreck? M.S.? AIDS? (Doubtful - 
no way would Canada honor a homo hockey 
player with his own string of donut shops). 

i'm taking no shit on thls tour. | tell you 
this because of the experience | had in 
Toronto dealing with an utterly Incompetent 
promoter. Simon was his name & fucking up | 
& laying blame elsewhere was his game. He 
showed up late, causing us to have to collect 
money & stamp hands (guessing at the door 
price). His communication with the sound- 
mari (who may have quite possibly been suf- 
fering from Down's Syndrome) was nil. The 
monitors were crippled and only worked 
occasionally. | ravaged my voice. After the 
gig, | read Simon the rlot act. Simon insisted 
that none of the problems were his fault. 
Young Simon has yet to learn the concept of 
taking on full responsibility for a project. 

We adjourned to Bruce’s | 
house, a giant loft in a trendy part 
of town. His pit bull attacked me mercilessly 


Please save this plece of correspondence in case 
I’m unable to do up a decent tour diary; this could 
serve as a Suitable partial substitute. 

Naturally, | was offended that you not only neglect- 
ed to see me off, but that you didn’t call either. This is 
a matter I'll take up with you at some other point. 

We met up with Ben Hamper in Flint and made 
plans to hook up with him in N.Y. tonight. Flint was bor- 
Ing. Any town where you see more than two people 
wearing Dead Kennedys t-shirts is boring. 

The trip over the border was relatively painless and 
we arrived in London at around 4 A.M. Our host (who 
was also the promoter of the London gig) made us tea 
and we settled in for a long winters nap. 

The next day was spent exploring London. Alas, 
there was not much to explore. Two thrift stores pro- 
duced a wonderful 1936 book entitled “The Techniques 
Of Sex” but no Long Johns (an item which I had fool- 
ishly unpacked before leaving in order to lighten my 
load and one that | found myself quite uncomfortable 
without north of the border). | picked up the re-mix of 
the first Teenage Head album as well as two Forgotten 
Rebels 12” discs. Mike (promoter/host) had doubles of 
some Rebels & Teenage Head stuff which he gave me 
free of charge, and also an album by an old Canuck 
band called Durango 95. Yeah, he’s a prince. 

The show went well. At one point, | instructed the 
crowd to tell a particularly rambunctlous young man to 
get the fuck out. They did. What a town. 

That night, as you must know, the "Storm Of The 
Century’ hit. We decided to save the drive to Toronto 
for the moming. | awoke long before the others the 
next day and fought the Icy winds six blocks to Tim 
Horton’s for coffee. Tim Horton’s is a donut shop 


scathed. 

| did a cameo for Bruce’s new movie, 
“Super 8 1/2”. In it, | have Bruce on a leash 
and | force him to perform unspeakable sex 
acts on me. He asked me to smack him 
around, so | did, but apparently not hard 
enough. We re-shot the take & this time, | 
draw blood. Hope he was satisfied. He was 
not, however, satisfied at all when | refused 
to tongue kiss hlm. Simulated sex is one 
thing, but... I'm certain that it will make fora 
igood scene anyway but you may want to 
lavoid watching it altogether. The nudity & 
jpassion may cause you to doubt the nature 
lof my sexuality & my affectionate pats on 
your back could take on an entire new mean- 
ing for you. As payment for my work, | 
recelved a one-piece Long John combo, like 
the kind you’d expect Barney Fife would 

Z wear. | am set. 

y We arrived in Ottawa at 11:00 A.M. after 
Wia 6 hour drive and most of the band went to 
nes te EA i | sleep in Mary's basement (the walls of which 
Ae wie ee ilwere covered with chains, leather and a vari- 
Sango RA aly of weird instruments which | am not 
inclined to describe). Mary and her young 
child entertained us while we packaged up 
Sicrap we had collected in Canada so far to be 
sent home. | considered getting a nipple 
piercing from Mary but decided against It due 


to the tedious & constant cleaning process necessary 
which is hardly conducive to a touring lifestyle. Instead, 
| showered & slept until showtime. 

More P.A. problems, of course. Yes, even at the 


University of Ottawa. Richard, our single minded road- 
ie, helped fix most of the problems but the monitor mix 
was still poor & further aggravated my already ragged 
throat. Before we played, | experienced an awful blast 
of diarrhea - brought on, | believe, by lack of sleep & 
food. After Ct. things will lighten up & | wilt once again 
be in tip top shape. 

Crossing back over the border was pretty smooth 
(our lies were both well rehearsed and well document- 
ed) but as soon as we pulled into the states, we were 
pulled over & harassed by a herd of pudgy cops. It took 
4 squads & 5 officers to determine that | was driving 
slowly in order to find tha entrance to a gas station 
which was wedged between several huge mounds of 
snow. 15 precious minutes wasted to satisfy a gaggle 
of pigs’ curiosity. 

The drive to Cleveland was hell, and once there, | 
slept a mare 3 1/2 hours before being awakened for 
the gig. It took place In a large club with an excellent 
sound system but only about 150 people showed up. 
All of our merchandise had arrived in Cleveland that 
moming as planned (actually, Just as we were ringing 
Omar's doorbell) so we were able to make some sales. 

| guzzled honey straight from the bottle during the 
set which helped a bit but I fear that it may create fur- 
ther internal discomforts. Escaped the club before the 
show to a weird restaurant where | drank tea with 
honey and lemon and chatted with Omar for a coupla 
hours. 

At the moment, we are traveling on I-80 East in the 
middle of Pennsylvania. Jughead Is driving & exceed- 
ing the speed limit admirably: we have to make the 


show in three hours & it looks like it'll end up being 
more like five. He has a crazy look in his eyes & his 
knuckles are turning white - I'd better cut this short & 
give him my full attention. 

Untill my next report - 

Ben 

P.S. The Klonopin is working miracles - | feel great. No 
signs of illness either, but remembering to take the 
antiblotics three times daily and the Klonopin twice 
daily Is a chore on this fucked up schedule. Add in vita- 
mins & flve different kinds of throat medication & I'ma 
walking fuckin’ pharmacy... 


3/20 


Portia - 

Please save this letter in case | need it as docu- 
mentation for the tour... 

To get details up until the morning of Cleveland, 
please refer to the letter | sent Joe the other day. 

At the time | wrote the letter we were just entering 
the mountains in Pennsylvania. Jughead was driving & 
though there was a light drizzle, he was performing his 
duties admirably. Then the unthinkable happened. The 
driver's side windshield wiper broke. And it started 
snowing. And Jughead panicked. We pulled over & 
Richard yanked the wiper off. | took the driver's seat 
and for the next 11 hours went through a hell no 
human should ever have to face. | attribute our survival 
only to my strong will & the wonders of modern psychi- 
atric medicine. 

The snow increased in intensity & the windshield 
began to freeze. An occasional swipe out the window 
on the windshield with the dismantled blade accom- 
plished little; | was the little Dutch boy with his finger in 
the dyke but this particular dyke had a hell of a nasty 
temper (hope my metaphors didn’t get too confusing 
there). 

The tension inside the van was cramp-inducing. We 
pulled over and Richard (who | am now convinced 
would take a bullet for me) fixed the other blade so that 
it partially wiped clean about 1/5 of the drivers side 
window. | was getting a bit stressed. While the boys 
went for coffee inside the gas station, | sat in the van. 
A kid wearing a Metal Church t-shirt came up & 
motioned for me to roll down the window. 

“No,” | told him. 

“Where you headed?” he asked, his face practically 
oozing hope & joy. 

“North,” | muttered. | felt a sudden incredible urge to 
smash him. 

He resisted: “Where?” 

“NORTH!” | turned toward him & bared my teeth. 

He was wilting quickly, but some pathetic flame of 

optimism still flickered deep inside his damaged soul. 


+ 


“Chicago?,” 
he asked 
hopefully. 
"Chicago 
isn't 
NORTH!" | 
spat oit. 
“I'm from 
Michigan,” 
he said, 
now flinch- 
ing slightly 
at the 
sound of his 
own words. fi. E re 
isup- ey ee E 
pressed my oS 
rage and 
said loudly, 


By the 
time we got 
back on the 
highway 
heading ) 
toward N.Y. state, traffic was at a standstill due to con- 
struction, a bunch of accidents and what had now 
become a full blown blizzard. 


We crept on. | sat hunched in the seat, leaning side- 
ways, sweating, trembling. If there are such a thing as 
vibes, the ones present inside our van were evil 
indeed. 

As we made the turn on the highway heading from 
N.Y. state to Ct., daylight died and night began. It 
should have taken us two more hours tops. | think it 
ended up being six. Until Danbury, the highest speed | 
attained was 35 m.p.h., but | averaged 20. Visiblllty 
was limited to roughly two feet. Snow whipped into the 
windshield at a wicked pace & the wiper was clearing a 
space of only about 2 1/2 inches. | followed trucks as 
much as possible, but they'd sometimes slow down to 
5 m.p.h. & I'd have to change lanes, which at that 
point was a serious gamble. Sliding down a mountain- 
side in a van next to a Mack truck piloted by an 
amphetamine-crazed hillbilly ain't no fucking picnic. 
The boys were all literally on the edges of their seats, 
eyes wide, mouths dry. Periodically, they'd ask me if | 
wanted to pull over & wait for the weather to clear. The 
most they got from me was an angry snarl. | was more 
than determined, | was hell-bent for New Britain and 
there were only two ways | was getting out of that seat 
- on my own two feet in front of the club, or on my back 
being pulled from a charred, bloody Econoline by a 
state trooper. At that point, it didn’t matter to me either 
way. 

We eventually got to Danbury where it had cleared 
a bit & called the promoter to let her know we were on 
the way. Another hour of frightening conditions and we 
arrived at the Boiler Room - 10 minutes after the last 
band had played. 

Later, the boys told me (and | think they were sin- 
cere) that they appreciated my getting them through it 
alive & on top of that, actually getting to the gig! My 
ego was at 100%. 

Let's discuss girls. | think it’s important to tell you 
about this because I’ve had, let's say interesting and 
different experiences with several different girls over 
the past few days. 

Thé first one was a blue-haired teenage girl in New 
Britain to whom | dedicated “Totally” (| dedicate that 
tune to any girls with blue hair for obvious reasons). 
After the gig, she & her friend were talking to Panic (& 
not to digress too much but all the girls immediately - 
rush to Panic after we play now; | get rushed by fat lit- 
tle boys who do fanzines & pimply accountant types 
who want me to autograph their CD’s.) when | asked 
her to take us to a cool diner, promising her & her 
friend a ride home in exchange. We went to a loud, 
bright, crappy little hip dive for grub & within two min- 
utes it was obvious that the girls were not interested in 
my admittedly caustic worldview. Few people are 
charmed by my bullshit, but especially girls. They were, 
of course, enamored with Panic. After we had dropped 


them off, Richard pointed out that it probably wasn't 
such a bright idea to be tooling around Smalitown, 
U.S.A. with two local teenage girls in tow. What if Dad 


had been waiting in the driveway for his little blue- 
halred princess? 

Shotguns, jail cells, court dates, ugly mobs - | think 
young Richard had a point, which is not to say anybody 
in the band made a move on either of these girts; such 
a transgression would be viewed not only as tactless 
(they were, after all, our hosts) but desperate as well. 
Anyone who tried to woo a 16 year old girl would surely 
be the butt of a thousand jokes for a thousand days. 
It's not in the cards. You know my boys, they're verita- 
ble wallflowers anyway. But in keeping with our subur- 
ban surroundings, it just didn't LOOK GOOD, and that 
counts for a hell of a lot more than anything else out 
there in the wacky adventure park known as 
Stripmallsville. 

We headed for N.Y., Richard driving, and wound 
up at the Born Against house in Jersey City at 6:00 
A.M. Got a few hours before Richard headed to the 
junkyard for wiper mechanism parts & | did laundry & 
made calls. Wipers fixed, my body clean & my face 
shaved, we zipped over to Maxwell's in Hoboken. Old 
friends showed up (Mykel, Puke, etc.) as did Hamper 
(who sat at the bar setting drinking records while we 
ate a free & quite wonderful meal) and Camille. 

Camille showed up with a young man who as work- 
ing as an intern for Dutch East & we headed across the 
street for tea. Boy, Camille is the perfect person to run 
into on tour when you want to get away from your 
band. She has balls; she's cool enough to have a 
strong character without having to take anything away 
from anyone else. It was nice to be able to just hang 
out & shoot the shit away from the club; | respect & 
admire her and she qualifies as Girl #2 (Girl #1 being 
ol' blue-hair who taught me that even though someone 
may look interesting, that doesn’t mean they are. Yeah, 
| knew that already, but | always expect a little more 
intelligence and savvy from odd-looking girls than | do 
from odd-looking boys). 

Which brings us to Girl #3. | rarely have had such a 
strangely satisfying time hanging out with someone, so 
| must be careful here as | put this down - I'm bound to 
get sentimental & corny & as this may be used for 
Panic Button, | mustn't alienate my readers with extra- 
neous melodrama. However, | need you to understand 
how | felt that night & how it affected me, because in 
some ways | feel like a different/ better person, like I've 
accomplished something, even though I’ve done noth- 
ing tangible to warrant such a feeling. 

The gig was great. Sound, attendance, atmosphere, 
everything. The opening band was called Hazel (& 
they're on Sub Pop; their drummer is a fan of ours & 
weirder yet, they were really friendly, unpretentious 
people, something | thought was impossible from a 
Sub Pop band. As a side note, it wasn’t my kind of 
music but | may buy their record - it has the greatest 

cover I’ve 


mto show it to 
m you when | 
im get home). 
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we finished the set. | was gathering my cup, honey & 
jacket when | noticed that my hat was gone. My 
favorite winter cap, stolen! 

| was grumbling about it when | ran into Girl #3 at 


the soundboard (she's one of those people who seems 
to know everyone, she was chatting with the sound- 
man & Mykel - naturally, Mykel was trying to talk her 
into something undoubtedly bizarre and probably Ille- 
gal). She gave me her own hat, which she had just 
bought. It’s almost a replica of mine, just a regular 
black winter cap, but it has a small brim In the front! My 
spirits soared - this glorious hat had me humming a lit- 
tle tune. We talked for a while & she apologized too 
many times for losing touch & | thanked her too many 
times for the hat. Then she said goodbye and | sat 
holding the hat & looking down into Mykel's elfish face. 

| wanted to go with her, | don’t know, | was feeling 
happier and more comfortable than | usually do. Mykel, 
of course, urged me to do so. | did & she said | could 
Stay at her place. We got a ride from a friend of hers to 
the bar where she holds a second Job (& to my credit, | 
didn't flip my lid at having been escorted to a fucking 
bar of all places). After a few minutes, we walked 
down to the cabstand a few blocks away & she bought 
me cigarettes & Gatorade (I had forgotten to bring 
money - typical). We cabbed to her small garden apt. & 
took the dog for a walk & it was kind of cold but | had 
this excellent hat to keep me warm. We talked about 
her, which is an utter amazement on tour, y'know, talk- 
ing about things other than being on tour. By the way, 
she works with a feminist collective & she gave me a 
copy of a silck women’s film & video publication she’s 
involved In to give to you (of course | had to tell her 
about your job & all, blah, blah.) 

The Klonopin is working good but | had taken a 
Xanax earlier In the evening ‘cause | was kinda ner- 
vous. | was still sort of confused about the chain of 
events that had led me to her apartment, and | was 
getting pretty whacked out again. She went to take a 
shower and | sat on her bed reading the paper & guz- 
zling Pepto-Bismol. Her dog growled at me & | 
momentarily feared for my balls. | adjusted the 
newspaper accordingly. | was starting to get 
tired too, & you know I’m always uncomfortable 
alone In someone’s house who | barely know. 

Well, she came out & sat down and we 


talked, a little bit about me but mostly about her. Hemme 


And very quickly | became totally relaxed and 
comfortabie, & that warm, pleasant smooth feel- 
ing ! associate with Xanax came back, even 
though the drug had probably wom off hours 
before. 

Eventually, she pulled out a mat & a pillow & blan- 
ket for me & | laid down next to her bed, after putting 
my comp. tape of Beethoven, Bach, Chopin, etc. in the 
tape player. She turned out the lights and cozied up 
with her dog. 

My feelings at this point may have been affected by 
lack of sleep, medication or general road weariness, 
but | doubt it. As we sat there in the dark & she told me 
about why she hadn't written to me in several years, a 
strange feeling engulfed my previously nerve-wracked 
body & | felt that what | was hearing was of a great 
importance. Now, if | put It to you In simple terms, It'll 
sound sad & maybe a bit Inspiring, but as she talked 
about how she got out of the incredibly abusive rela- 
tionship she’d been In, & how she was working three 
Jobs & keeping it all together through a severe illness & 
various horrifying family crises, | started to understand 
her not just as an individual, but as a woman, which 
probably is making you laugh as you read this. 

| don't think It had anything to do with medication or 
lack of sleep; I've done plenty of drugs & gone many 
sleepless nights. It was just a case of good timing. You 
know I’ve been having a difficult time of things lately & 
maybe the troubles that you & | had last year had 
some bearing on the situation. 

But she was perfect, really. She was not melodra- 
matic or whiny or resigned. She was just doing It & 
dealing with it & by IT 1 mean living your goddamn life 
without killing yourself a little more every day. | mean, 
it made me realize how good I've got it and though I've 
done it a million times before, before | fell asleep | 
thanked whatever gods may exist that | am In a posl- 
tion to do whatever the hell | want to, that | can stay up 
until 4 in the morning with a girl in Jersey City & leam a 
little something & make my life a little better. She was 
strong & Independent, that much was obvious, but she 
had nothing to prove to me & nothing to try to take from 
me. We just talked, & it was kinda like we'd been 
friends for years. | felt perfectly at peace laylng there, 
Johann’s sweet tunes spilling out of the speakers, the 
sound of her voice & the words she spoke making per- 


fect sense. 

(continued two days later) 

So the whole experience was pretty great & com- 
bined with the general hypnosis that the road pro- 
duces, It’s taken on a great significance to me which is 
physically manifested in thls goddamn hat. Whenever | 
wear this hat (& It’s almost always ‘cause of the cold), | 
think of her & get that pleasant feellng again. | know It 
sounds dumb & | don't care. This hat is great for more 
reasons than one. 

In the morning, after three hours of sleep, she woke 
me up & went to walk the dog. She was mighty peppy 
for someone about to go work an eight hour shift, but 
she explained that she usually works late at the bar 
anyway, So she's used to small amounts of sleep. 

When she came back, she had a coffee for me. 
Perfect. She also gave 
me two boxes 
of herbal tea. 
Her friend 
Wanda 
came to 
pick her 
up & 
they 
dropped 
me at 
the Born 
Against 
house, 
which was 
just a few 
blocks 
away 


Ae 
Lata 


anyway. | hope | see her again. 

When I began writing this, | was on the way to 
Philadelphia. It was a great show & we got offers from 
about 25 people to put us up. We declined the hot tub 
girls (long story) & ended up going with Girl #4, minus 
Vapid & Hamper who were staying on South Street to 
see some girl's bondage show; they would stay at her 
house. 

Girl #4's mother was gone for the night but | was 
way paranoid about the woman walking in to find her 
teenage daughter housing a gang of twenty-something 
(Christ, | hate that fucking term) punk rock creeps. Girl 
#4 kept assuring me that | was being ridiculous, but as 
soon as we got into the apartment, | tried calling the 
hot tub girls. | had apparently copled the number down 
from Vapld Incorrectly So we were stuck. 

Then, of course, she became a bit paranoid; she 
wouldn't answer the phone & told us If we went out for 
a smoke to go out the back way so the neighbors 


BRANNON'S AUTOMOTIVE 
Car Repair & Towing Service 


2571 Sugar Ridge Road 
Inman, S.C. 29349 


“Turtle” Brannon Phone 578 0508 


wouldn't see us, and that we had to leave at 7:00 A.M. 
“just to be safe.” We ordered plzza & | showered & 
then | went and lay down on the floor listening to 
Ludwig & sipping my tea while she showed her artwork 
to Jughead. | 

Then she started talking to me & it was like the pre- 
vious night - very little talk about me, & a lot about her. 
| found out about her problems with drugs & the law, 
and shrinks and her mother & all this crapola which 
probably sounds boring as hell, but it wasn't to me. 


Again | stayed up until some insane hour & again | got 
to hang out with someone who Inspired. It was drain- 
Ing. That was Girl #4. 

I'm not onto any big secrets about women, but what 
| am onto (especially with Girl #4) is this feeling that 
maybe belng in a band and all, | can actually do a little 
more than be people’s T.V. for the night. If 1 can 
encourage a few people along the way to pursue thelr 
creative interests and do it without a safety net like col- 
lege or a good job or a girlfriend or boyfriend, then | 
guess I've accomplished a hell of a lot more than | ever 
could In going up on stage & telling people to treat 
each other decently and protest the government's inva- 
sion of whatever country they’re Invading this week. 
Yeah, after a long period of burnout, | am energized, 
ready to roll, prepared to take on the fucking world. l'm 
sure by the time | get back home the world will have 
beaten me into submission again. 

Love, 
Ben 


So as it turns out, | wasn’t totally nuts; here’s part 
of a letter | got from Girl #3 after | got home: 


Ben, 

Your letter was so great, you said some really nice 
things. And I don’t give a damn if it is, as you put It, 
“really a matter of self-preservation,” it was cool to hear 
(read) it. I was thinking about that night for many days 
after, and | started to wonder if maybe | was 
making too much of it, because it did seem 
really perfect to me too, but | didn't know what 
you thought so... Anyway, l'm glad. Glad to 
know it wasn't just me. | had talked to my 
friend Susan about it and it was hard for me to 
explain to her what | was feeling, and the best 
SS thing | could think to say is that it’s rare to have 
$ such a wholly good experience like that with 
au another person. It changed something in me 
too. So go on and preserve yourself all you 
want. 

Thanks for coming. - 
Girl #3 


Portia, 
Not much has happened in the past coupla days 


` except for a few attacks of diarrhea. | ate some 


sausages tonight with scrambled eggs made by the 
mom of the promoter (she also runs the day care cen- 
ter at which we played). | think we must be the only 
punk rock band who tours like this, who consistently 
goes where the party isn't, who slays away from the 
"cool" places for bands to stay and ends up in places 
like this giant suburban home, or the floor of a goofy 
punk girl in Anywhere, U.S.A., or the couches of some 
married couple living with their parents. Things get 
weirder & weirder, but a hell of a fot more exciting than 
yer average boozin’, partyin’, good times rock-n-roll 
tour. l'm actually having fun. 

Got a new back door for the van. Now Instead of 
leaking at the bottom, it leaks at the top, Went out to a 
junkyard run by extras from the Dukes Of Hazzard for 
the door. Hoo boy, you don’t know the meaning of the 
word “redneck” until you've visited Brannon’s 
Automotive on Sugar Ridge Road, “Turtle” Brannon, 
proprietor. Two bar-hags came In to chat with Turtle 
carrying a big black dog that looked like It had just 
wandered back from a week-long smack binge. “All he 
does is SHEE-IT!" screeched the brunette hag. Think 


- Flo at Mel's Diner, with dark hair. She needed a new 


dentist badly, 

The man who led us through the rain and red mud 
to an old Ford van was a real character. Actually, no 
character at all, and aren't those quiet rednecks the 
scariest gnes? He was at the back of the crowd when 
they came to lynch Tom Robinson, He was leaning on 
a tree while his buddy made Ned Beatty oink like a pig. 
| considered enlightening him to the fact the Civil War 
was long over, but he'd probably shoot me, cul me up 
and sell me as fresh Grade-A meat at his cousin/broth- 
er-in-law's roadside stand. 

Almost got into a street brawl with Baltimore anar- 
chists, but we confronted them outside the club and 
Richard talked to them while | berated them. We make 
a good team. 

Also got into an altercation with Hamper over his 
incessant whining about getting a hotel room In 


Charlotte. | challenged him to a fistfight when we 
stopped to make a call and he agreed. | told him to get 
back In the van; when | told him I'd waste his drunken 
ass, he sald, “Yeah, but I'll get in a coupla shots.” We 
ended up staying at an Econolodge, paid for by 
Hamper, He and | shared a room and | was tired 


enough to sleep through his snoring. He's a good man, 3 ` 


though. You should meet him next time he comes to 
town to be on some talk show. 

It's too nolsy here to write anymore. I'll write again 
tomorrow. 
Love, 
Ben 


3/25 


Portia, 

I'm In Columbia, S.C. - we're playing a slick club in 
the trendy part of town. Big deal. The good part is that | 
can get a halfway decent tea & write & read in peace at 
the hip little deli/cafe where | now sit. Baltimore and 
Norfolk were too depressing/boring to even write 
about. 

But I’ve got a great idea for a story about a woman 
who is obsessive about the cleanliness of her sur- 
roundings. She is constantly at 100% maximum effi- 
clency. She follows around the people she lives with 
carrying a dustbuster, eradicating any pieces of them 
that may fall off. She loves the people she calls her 
loved ones quite sincerely. She's also what you might 
call a Materlal Girl; she owns a hell of a lot of crap but 
has almost no time to enjoy it because she’s always 
working so hard for more and when she’s not working, 
she's cleaning, cleaning, cleaning, trying desperately to 
collect all the filth & put It in its proper place. She 
needs no sleep & little food. 

She frequents a tanning salon and one day her doc- 
tor tells her that she has skin cancer. She is furious - 
she doesn't fear death but that fucking cancer is golng 
to slow her down and the business that she runs Is In 
need of her constant attention. The bills are coming in 
& costs are going up and the last thing she needs Is 
some annoying disease fucking up her efficiency. 

Well, she rids her body of that cancer just like she 
was wiping away dirty footprints or swiping shit-stains 
outta the toilet, and quicker than you can wring a mop, 
this crazy chick Is back inside the goddamn tanning 
machine. 

What kind of a person would do such a thing? won- 
ders the reader of this forthcoming story. Well, we find 
out when a few months later, after things are back to 
normal, the costs start going up again and the bills are 
coming In & now there's a problem with the pool in the 
backyard & it's been raining for a week straight & no 
matter how often she tells people to wipe their feet 
before entering her home & business, she still sees 
flith everywhere and it starts eating away at her gut but 
the Maalox isn’t working and there’s no time now for 
swimming or tanning or cable TV or Dean Koontz nov- 
els & the people around her start noticing the strain 
she's under and one late night when she can't sleep & 
she's trying to follow the plotline to a Night Court rerun, 
she just explodes, and when her loved ones wake up 
in the moming they find a heap of smoking wires & 
fragmented steel on the living room couch and the 
moral of the story is that some people don't live happily 
ever after. 

| had an odd dream In Baltimore, but it might be 
attributed to my surroundings: we were in the base- 
ment of Brooks’ mother's house & ! fell asleep around 
1:00 A.M. (after having feasted on a delectable pasta 
meal made by mom) but by 3:00 A.M. | was up & out 
‘cause it was way cold. | went up to the living room 
area (where it looked like very little living was done) & 
went back to sleep, your black blanket wrapped tightly 
around me. 

Pretty soon | was in a shopping mall & all the shops 
were gated & the lights were dimming even though it 
was only around 4:00 P.M. 

A gang of nuns came out and ordered everyone 
outside, so we're out there (me & a bunch of housewife 
shopping types) looking In through the glass doors. 


The nuns spread out over the mall & now we can only 
see three or four of them & they start tipping over big 
garbage cans & spreading the trash all over the floors 


age was bussing, hustling, emptying trash, replacing 
ashtrays. My food came & ! sucked It down In a heart- 
beat. | resumed the nicotine/caffelne ritual & zoned in 
on the interaction between the faggots and the blacks 
who were obviously running the show. Two straight 
white boys bussed. Pretty funny. | walked over & got a 
fin from Jughead & then sat back down at my booth. 


sf} The next time the busboy came by, | slipped him the 
jf lin so the waiters wouldn't see. 


“For me?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Thanks, man.” 

He kept working. Two fat, white sows shoving 


-|f some unspeakable shit into their mouths were sitting 


meals; half-eaten burgers, soggy, ketchup-soaked 
frles, coagulated chocolate shakes and about 3 tons of 
mayonnaise. It's on everything, covering the wrinkled 
wrappers & smeared all over the crushed burger boxes 
& now it's all over the floor & we can smell it through 
two sets of glass doors & it smells like dead bodies. 

The nuns disappear for a minute & the people in the 
crowd are sort of chuckling nervously except for one 
well-dressed, uptight-looking suburban housewife who 
keeps whining, “When are they going to let us back 
in?” | just want to hit her but I’m feeling sick & nervous 
& then the nuns come around the corner & they're 
wearing roller skates & carrying impossibly large push- 
brooms & they start skating down the middle of the 
mall toward us, low to the ground. Then the brooms 
come down in unison & they're pushing the garbage 
toward the doors leaving sickening streaks of rancid 
mayonnaise in their tracks & they're going back & forth 
& it looks like some fucking demented Ice Capades & 
m not feeling well at all now, like I’m gonna pass out. 

The garbage is piling up agalnst the doors in front of 
us & the stench is inescapable but | can’t move & 
Suburban Housewife stops whining & starts puking & 
pretty soon everyone ’in the crowd is spilling their lunch 
& the nuns are still skating around, faces ail blank, their 
crouched, determined bodies pushing trash around & 
I'm gonna puke, | just can’t hold it down & I’ve got the 
feeling that when | puke, it's not gonna be my lunch 
that comes up but my guts & blood & then | wake up & 
I'm gagging & it's only that familiar heartburn/hiatal her- 
nia acting up. 

| went to the can & split out about 6 ounces of bitter 
saliva, then chewed a few Maalox & went back to 
sleep. In the moming, it seemed pretty funny. 
I'll see 
you in a few 
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IHOP. 

Groggy, | lagged, while the group I'm always a part of 
got seated in the non-smoking section. Furious, | was 
led by one of the many faggot waiters to the smoking 
section which consisted of two booths next to the 
kitchen door. 

| smoked & drank coffee while | waited for my grub. 
A sloppy, short white guy who looked to be around my 


in the booth in front of me. When they got up to leave, 


34 Sow #1 handed the busboy her Zippo. It was out of 


fluid. He argued & offered to give it back several times 
but he ended up keeping it. The guy's got a good thing 
going. | went to the can & pissed ounces of coffee 
onto a urinal mat stating, “SAY NO TO DRUGS,” 
wiped my nose on the cardboard they call paper towel 
and left. The busboy was still moving. If | wasn’t one of 
the great bullshitters of the world, I'd be doing the 
same thing. 

In Atlanta, we stayed with a young punk couple who 
promised peace & quiet. 

Everyone went to sleep in the spare room but me & - 
Jughead - we stayed in the living room reading. | pulled 
out Factotum. Nothing like someone else’s misery to 
ease your own. The lovebirds went to their room with 
an invitation to their buddy Pete to “sleep on the floor.” 
After about 10 minutes of giggling & snorting, the 
sounds of her sexual pleasure could clearly be heard. 
My stomach tightened involuntarily. | looked down 
under the blanket at my underwear & | thought | could 
see the outline of my penis shrinking back Inside my 
body. The moans & orgasmic female yelps continued 
for about 4 minutes, then the girl was whining, “You 
sonofabitch, that was a shitty thing to do,” etc. They 
stumbled out of the bedroom & passed us on the way 
to the kitchen, where they drank orange juice & 
belched. | tried not to hear their conversation, but they 
were only five feet in front of me & | have a sneaking 
suspicion that they WANTED us to hear. | forced 
Factotum into my head but | kept reading the same 
part over & over: Bukowski climbing up that high ladder 
to replace the fluorescent bulbs. 

i could catch little pleces of insanity from the kitchen 
despite my attempts to focus on Chuck: 

“We have houseguests, assholel” 

“What's that on your shirt?” 

“Jizz! 

“Those are nice shorts...” 

"Fuck you.” 

A silent groan passed between me & Jughead. 
They filed back into the bedroom & the moaning 
began again. | was trapped by the pornographic Three 
Stooges & | started getting nauseous. Goddamnit, they 
had promised us a qulet place to stay! | had to shit & 
puke at the same time, & Chuck wasn’t helping any. | 
breathed deeply & tried to turn off my ears. It stopped 
after about six minutes. Not big spenders, you might 

say. | fell asleep, lamp on bright, stomach tight. 

| dreamt that | walked into that house at 3:00 A.M. & 
mowed down everyone in it with a machine gun. 
Jughead was with me & seemed to approve. 

In the morning, the girl said, “Sorry about the noise. 
| guess It wasn't as quiet of a house as we promised.” 

“Oh yeah,” | said, ever ready to forgive, “Last night.” 

She looked puzzted. “No, | meant everyone running 
around this morning. Phil didn’t wanna go to work & | 
had to drag his ass out of bed.” 

Oh yeah. That had been a minor annoyance. | was 
kinda ticked now, so | said, “| thought you were talking 
about being up half the night humping.” 

She shrugged her shoulders & did not speak to me 
the rest of the day. 

Let's go back in time a bit. Charleston was basically 
a dink town. The club was in a “bad” (black) area. The 
crummy thing about “bad” areas is that there's usually 


nowhere to go to hang out & drink tea In a remote cor- 
ner while you write Insane letters to your girlfriend. 
Soma of us went downtown & found a hipster little 
cafe. 

The show Itself was one of the best of the tour, both 
crowd-wise & monetarily. Daryl & Derelict from 
Bazooka Joe showed up which was kinda neat ‘cause | 
had been thinking about them that day, kinda wonder- 
Ing if they'd just sort of faded away into shitty jobs & 
family life. 

The Atlanta gig went fairly well excepting a bad 
sound system & an even worse soundman. The club 
owner was a big, muscly good ol’ boy - very friendly 
(he even let me pick up his gun, which | swung around 
the room snarling, “Ya dirty rats!!!"). He pald us well & 
we ended up going to some greasy spoon & hanging 
out with some of the Pink Lincolns until some ridiculous 
hour of the morning. 

The Bloomington show went ok & | was dying to get 
back home. | drove the whole way, watching the clock 
& | Just couldn't resist calling you from my favorite rest 
stop in Merrilville. 

But when | walked into the apartment, | immediately 
falt a strong urge to back out, hop in the van & keep 
moving. Things seemed out of place & out of propor- 
tion & that wonderful coffee table that stares me In the 
face every day looked all wrong & | just felt awful. 

The feeling persisted the next day & | was too 
clouded up to make any sense. | guess | was still trying 
to make sense of my experiences with girls #3 & 4 but 
It's hard to explain that to someone & some things 
can't be explained except when they're happening, 
which is usually at 3:30 in the moming cruising on two 
hours of sleep & chain smoking Kools. 

And now, not to fuck up the continulty too much, but 
I'm riding shotgun down to Houston & man, | want out. 
Day 1 was a disaster from the get go. The club sucked, 
the sound sucked, the promoter sucked & the owner 
sucked. The location sucked, the crowd sucked, & oh 
yeah, the money sucked. Memphis, obviously, sucks. 
Most of the people there were from Arkansas & 
Alabama. Turnout was low for a Friday (149) & stand- 
Ing up on stage playing In front of the crowd of the liv- 
Ing dead gave me a bad itch & the only way to scratch 
it was to get the fuck out. 


I've been dreading this leg of the tour for several 
reasons, but mostly because | fucking hate the towns 
we're playing. It’s boring, boring, boring. No interesting 
girls, no cool places to hang out, nothing but a vacuum 
that sucks the life out of everyone & everything. Dallas 
was different & I'll tell you about it in my next letter. 
Now | shall meditate in an attempt to begin viewing the 
next two weeks in a positive light. Ha. 


For now, 
Ben 


4/10 


Portia, 

Sitting here in the van in Phoenix in my underwear, 
sweating. Nostrils filled with dust & heat, constant 
thirst, but sweet nonetheless knowing that Chicago is 
under a freezing rain assault. 

We stayed with Todd in Dallas & it was nice, comfy, 
all that crapola. The club had shut down so we ended 
up playing a record shop at 11:30 on Saturday night. It 
was jam packed, nice, clean sweat in a room full of 
Texans & Okies while the rain pounded outside. The 
Queers didn’t get to play due to a complaint from next 
door & they went back to their buddy Texas John’s with 
Vapid. 

The next day we couldn't get In touch with them. A 
huge mess erupted & through sheer luck, | happened 
to remember the location of the Infamous Texas 
John’s hideout (with no exit name or house number - | 
didn’t even know the name of the town. Drop me off in 
the middle of the woods sometime & see if | don’t 
come back healthy & wise). The upshot: Texas John's 
ringer was turned off, which explained why our 8 zillion 
phone calls went unanswered & which created band 
rule #82 - N'T 


We bailed out for Houston & what used to be the 
Axiom but is now Catal Huyuk - a combo coffee- 
house/art gallery/bar/club. Same stage set-up as 
before but the crowd had changed - much more polar- 
ized in terms of passiveness/aggression. We had to 
stop a couple of times to scold the bald boys. 

! instantly fell in love with the barmaid at Catal 
Huyuk. She had that fresh-scrubbed milkmaid look that 


| adore & was wearing a Dorothy in the Wizard Of Oz 
blue checkered dress. She knew | was fond of her. | 
couldn't help staring at her. As we were about to leave, 
| said, “I just wanted to tell you that you're the sweet- 
est, most beautiful barmaid I've seen since Hoboken.” 
She smiled & | just about fall apart. Then we left for 
Austin & Lainie’s house. | slept vanwlse as planes 
zoomed inches over my uneasily slumbering body. 

| met a man who l'Il call Malcolm. He assured me 
that in ten years there will be no Amerikkka. He spoke 
of oppression & racism & | talked & argued & reflecting 
on it later, wasted my time. Malcolm will choose to live 
in this world one day, I'm sure. 

Austin is a completely offensive little town. Bars & 
restaurants & liquor stores & clubs, all geared to the 
young, hip sleepwalkers with an attitude & a buck. | 
went crazy from the boredom & eventually ended up 
catching a coupla hours in the van loft. The gig was 
equally boring - one of those through-the-motlons num- 
bers where | just wanna get off stage & hide some- 
where. 

As we were leaving we got caught up in a conversa- 
tion with a gir who bore an uncanny resemblance to 
Jodie Foster. | guess B-Face wanted her address or 
something. She was as smartas a WAP: even punched 
me when | kept reiterating her and Jodie's facial simi- 
larity, So | guess Austin's not all bad, 

he drive here was fairly horrific. A blown tire & 
severe winds impeded our prograsp greatly, making a 
WERU hour ride even longer. Joe King & Jughead 
were belng bables about driving - they were convinced 
something was wrong with the van. If there was, | 
couldn't tell; | figured it was the winds. Anyway, 
Richard & | didn’t have any trouble driving it, but when 
we got to Phoenix, we took it into a shop & discovered 
it had a broken spring in back, When we get to 
Berkeley, Richard will take it to Vantastic (his place of 
employment) & fix it. ? 

Speaking of Joe King, he & B-Face are acapung 
remarkably well to road life. | figured by now they’ 
both be whiny & crabby but they're pulling along just 
fine. In fact, everyone seems to be doing well, no major 


upsets or anything, l'm just WAND: 

Well, | have to put my clothes back on & head into 
the club for soundcheck: You probably won't gat anoth- 
er letter from me since I'll be home ina little over a 
week anyway. See ya soon. 


Love, 
B 
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WRECK cHORD® 


BOTH RELEASES AVAILABLE ON CD / CASS / VINYL FRUM: 
FAT WRECK CHORDS P.O. BOX 460144, SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94146 


PROPAGANDHI 
I SAW THIS BAND IN CANADA. I 
SLAMMED, | POGO'D, | HAD 
TO RELEASE THEIR RECORD. 
ANTHEMS 
YOURSELF AND YOUR FRIENDS. 


12 
TO BRAINWASH 


SHE KISSES WITH HER MOVTH OPEN. SHE DOESN'T WEAR UNDERWEAR. 
ON YOUR FIRST DATE TOGETHER YOV BOTH GET SCARS. ON YOVR SECOND 
DATE, YOU MAKE OVT IN THE PARK. ON YOUR THIRD DATE WHEN SHE SAYS 
IT's NOT NORMALLY LIKE THIS, IT'S A COMPLIMENT. BUT THINGS ARE 
AWKWARD AFTER THAT,SO YOU GIVE HER A CHANCE TO DUMP YOV NICELY. 
YOU ASK IF SHE WANTS YOU TO STOP CHASING HER. TO YOUR SUPRISE, 
SHE SAYS NO. YOV PICK ORANGES TÔ GIVE HER ON YOUR FOURTH PATE, 
BUT THEY TURN GREEN WAITING FOR HER TO CALL. 


SHE IS THE BEST THING THAT'S HAPPENED ALL YEAR. SHE GETS YOV 
DRUNK IN HER BED AND you ARE IN HEAVEN. WHEN YOU'VE Gor YOVR 
HEADS PRESSED TOGETHER,SHE DOESN'T LOOK LIKE A BLVRRY ONE-EYED 
MONSTER LIKE EVERYONE ELSE DOES THAT CLOSE. You BLINK AND SHE 
DOESN'T SUDDENLY APPEAR TO BE YOVR TENTH GRADE ENGLISH TEACHER 
OR YOUR SISTER OR YOUR WORST NIGHTMARE, LIKE EVERYONE ELSE DOES. 
YOU BLINK AND SHE LOOKS LIKE A MOVIE STAR- Yov BLINK AND SHE LOOKS 
LIKE YOUR SECRET CRUSH. YOU BLINK AND SHE LOOKS LIKE AN OLD FRIEND, 
THEN LIKE A RAD GIRL YOV SAW ONLY ONCE YEARS BEFORE. SHE LOKS 
LIKE EVERYONE YOU'VE EVER WANTED TO BE IN BED WITH AND TT's 
GETTING WEIRD, AND You CAN'T EXPLAIN WHY YoU KEEP BLINKING AND 
STARING AT HER. SHE FALLS ASLEEP BEFORE You, AND SHE ZS Sg FUCKING 
BEAUTIFUL SLEEPING, SHE IS RADIANT. SHE T5 DIFFERENT IN THE MORNING 
THOUGH. SHE HAS CHANGED HER MiND AND Yov HAVE TO FIND ANOTHER 
PLACE TO STAY. YOV HAVE FAILED HER TEST. SHE ADDS INSVLT TO INJURY BY 
TRYING TO SET YOV UP WITH HER FRIEND. SHE MAKES PLANS TO SEE YOU 
CoR A BIG DINNER THE NIGHT BEFORE Yov LEAVE ON ALONG TRIP. SHE DOESN'T 
SHOW VP AND DOESN'T CALL. YOU REMEMBER WHEN SHE SAID SHE WAS 
FROM HELL AND WOULD RUIN YOUR LIFE, AND YOU'D THOUFHT SHE WAS Jokine. 


SHE CAPTURES YOUR ATTENTION AND THEN YOUR IMAGINATJON AND THEN. 
YOUR HEART. SHE TELLS YOU ABOUT LIVING IN THE Bus STATION WHEN SHE 
WAS FOURTEEN. SHE TELLS you ABOUT DOING SO MANY THINGS IN SO MANY 
DIFFERENT PLACES THAT SHE'S EITHER 40 YEARS OLD OR ONE HELL OF A 
LIAR. SHE I$ ONLY 23. SHE LIVES IN A CLOSET. DOWN ON THE WATERFRONT, 
SHE TEACHES You HOW TO USE ôl PAINTS, THE DARK COLORS FIRST. SHE 
DIGS THE VEGETABLES OUT OF THE DUMPSTER AND TOSSES THEM OVER THE 
FENCE TO YOV. SHE FINDS CLOTHES BUT THEYRE TOO NEW AND VNCOMFORTAGLE, 
SO YOU BOTH Pur THEM ON ANP Go DRAGGING EACH OTHER AROUND TOWN, 
THROWING EACH OTHER IN PUDDLES, AND WRESTLING EACH OTHER IN THE DIRT. 
THEN THE CLOTHES ARE FIVE SIZES BIGGER AND WORN IN JVST RIGHT. 
SHE STARTS HANGING OUT WITH YOUR WORST ENEMY, BVT SAYS TTS NOT LIKE 
THAT. You SAY IT ZF OR AT LEAST ITS GOING TOBE ANP SHE COULD'YE AT 
LEAST GIVEN YOV A MONTH HEADSTART TO RUN LIKE HELL. SHE SAYS ITS 
NOT LIKE THAT. THREE DAYS LATER IT I$ LIKE THAT, ANP SHE SAYS TTS 
YOUR FAVLT. SHE CEAVES ON AN AIRPLANE WITH YOUR WORST ENEMY. IT 
NOULD BE NICE TO BE HOME WITH BOTH OF THEM OUT OF YOUR WAY, BUT 
YOU'RE ALSO LEAVING THAT DAY, FIVE HOURS LATER, ON AN AIRPLANE HEADING 
THE SAME DIRECTION. ON THE AIRPLANE RADIO, HER SONG COMES ON. 


SHE IS THE LAST GIRL IN THE WORLD YOU SHOULD EVER FALL IN LOVE WITH, 
BUT IT'S TOO LATE. SHE TELLS you SHE LOVES YOU, THEN (IN THE MORNING 
SAYS SHE WAS ON DRVGS AND DIDN'T MEAN It. SHE TAKES THE PRESENTS 
YOV GIVE HER ANP GIVES THEM 70 OTHER GIRLS WHo SHE SAYS Like Yov 
MORE. SHE TAKES THE LIST OF YOUR WORST FEARS AND VSES IT AS A 
CHECKLIST, MAKING THEM HAPPEN ONE BY GONE. YoU LOSE, AND THEN YOV 
LOSE HER 700, AND LOSING HER FEELS LIKE HAVING EVERY SINGLE GIRL 
IN THE WORLD AND THEN LOSING THEM ALL. SHE BRINGS YoU TO LIFE AND 
THEN BRINGS YOU TO DEATH. SHE SAYS THAT AS LONG AS YOV LOVE HER 
ANP SHE LOVES YOU, ALL THE SHit THAT'S HAPPENED DOESN'T REALLY 
MATTER. VNFORTVNATLY, IT DOES MATTER TO YOU. 


STRIKE 


Well, it looks like none of the pre- 
dictions from last issue are holding true, save 
for Testa’s claim that Toronto would be in first 
place in the AL East and my statement that the 
Sox and the Rangers would be at the top of the 
AL West. Everyone except Testa picked the 
Phillies to end up near the bottom of the NL 
East, and truthfully, the Phillies and the Giants 
have both been big surprises this year. 

Personally, I’m more than a little dis- 
appointed in the Astros. They should be doing 
better, but it’s obvious now that barring Bobby 
Bonds and Bud Black each taking a bullet in 
the head, these guys have the NL West tied up. 
The Braves don’t have a chance. They traded 
for Fred McGriff but it was too late for one 
man to make a difference with their pathetic 
offense anyway. 

This means that San Francisco (after 
beating the piss out of those flukes called the 
Phillies) could be facing just about anybody in 
the World Series. Both AL divisions are a bad 
joke. 

The White Sox will win the West, 
but it will be an embarrassing victory; they 
just happen to be the least crummy of an 
abysmal division. The AL East is till up in 
the air, but I’m losing faith in my beloved 
Orioles. Assuming that Baltimore, Detroit, 
Boston or New York wins the East, the 
White Sox will take any of them easily in the 
playoffs. If Toronto wins the East, they’ Il beat 
the Sox in seven. 

This leaves us with two possibilities: 
Toronto vs. San Francisco in the World Series, 
or the White Sox and SF. If I was betting 
money, I’d opt for Chicago to meet SF in the 
Series and beat them in six games. 


I for one am not happy about the 
decision to expand baseball playoffs. I like the 
concept that you have to win your division in 
order to go to the playoffs. Second place has 
never cut it in baseball, nor should it. Whether 
MBL creates three divisions in each league or 
leaves things the way they are and just add 
wildcards, it’s a mistake. I don’t feel I’m a 
baseball purist, but as is the case with basket- 
ball and hockey, unless you're a raving fanatic, 
why would you want to even bother watching 
most regular season games when, unless your 
team is bottom-of-the-barrel-awful, they’ re 
going to make it into the playoffs? 

Playoff expansion makes sense in the 
world of football, because their season consists 
of sixteen games. (Further, the field is not as 
wide open in football as it is in basketball or 
hockey for mediocre teams to make the play- 
offs.) 

However, with a schedule of 160 
games and a season that lasts from spring until 
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fall, I’m not going to be too interested 
in watching every game I get a chance to, not 
when I know that none of it matters until the 
last three weeks of the season anyway. 

I hate the idea of baseball being 
fucked with. Playoff expansion is a stupid idea 


promoted by stupid peo- 
ple who, as Bob 


T ©) ., Costas put it, 
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“Don’t 
know any- 
thing about 
baseball.” 
Baseball is 
what it is 
because of 
resistance to 
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Seattle will like it (and I’m sure most Cub fans 

will soil themselves with glee) but once the 
playoffs are changed, the game is pretty much 
ruined. Goddamnit, I hate corporate thinking. 

Still, I refuse to give up hope, at least 
for now. Although MLB is chock full of idiot 
executives who probably don’t give a shit if 
baseball dies next year as long as they can 
pluck a few bucks from its rotting corpse, there 
is the slim possibility that the expanded play- 
offs will not turn into a circus. But if the pow- 
ers that be think that expanded playoffs will 
solve baseball’s image problem, they’ re in for 
a big surprise. Why don’t people like baseball? 
It’s too slow. It’s boring. The only way to 
change that is to make rule changes that will 
cut the time down. 

Now listen, the average baseball 
game lasts three hours. The average football 
game lasts three hours. The length of the game 
is not a problem for would-be fans. It’s the 
waiting, it’s the counts that go full, the foul 
balls, the wait for a reliever to warm up. 
Institute rule changes to gain fans and you’ re 
fucking with the integrity of the game. And 
you know what’s going to happen? Baseball 
fans are going to take a hike. And potential 
baseball fans will not take their place, even if 
you cut the game down to two hours. You 
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or, moneu talks 


and baseball walks 


know why? Because anything short of chang- 
ing just about every rule in the game will mean 
it’s still baseball, and as long as it’s still base- 
ball, most basketball, football and hockey fans 
are going to want nothing to do with it. It’s the 
nature of the game. Many people think the very 
concept of baseball is boring and stupid. 
Unless you start allowing players to put on 
gloves between innings and duke it out, or 
change the rules to something like one ball = a 
walk and one strike = an out, you’re shit out of 
luck. What you will do, every time you make a 
little rule change here or there, is alientate the 
faithful. Baseball will never again be the huge- 
ly popular sport it used to be, and it’s never 
going to attain the status of football and bas- 
ketball. That’s just the way it is. 


Though the Cubs had trouble scor- 
ing men early in the year, they now regularly 
bat in more than enough runs to win most of 

their games, The only player 

on the team who hasn't con- 

sistently hit extremely well 
in the last few months is Steve 
Buechele, but even he comes 
through in the CLUTCH eight 

out of ten, and there’s not a better 
defensive third baseman in the 
game. 


Defensively, the Cubs are 
fairly close to perfect. They have THE best 
defensive first, second and third basemen in 
the game. Between Vizcaino and Sanchez, the 
shortstop position has been filled more than 
adequately. The outfield has had its problems. 
Derrick May doesn’t have the greatest arm and 
Sammy Sosa (who does have a great arm) is 
still adjusting to center field. New kid on the 
block Kevin Roberson is already clubbing the 
ball around the park fresh out of Triple A. He 
needs work in right field, but he’ll improve. 

With all of this going for 
them, the Cubs are still in fourth 
place. So it doesn’t take a genius to 
figure out that the problem is pitch- 
ing. 

There’s never been any question 
about Harkey, it’s just that the guy can’t stay 
off the DL. Keep healthy and you have a 100% 
reliable starter. Morgan, I think, was simply 
the victim of a prolonged slump, and a run of 
bad luck (he lost a lot of games in the first half 
not because of poor pitching, but because of 
low run-production, a problem the Cubs no 
longer have). Hibbard is coming along nicely 
and ever since about a month before the All- 
Star break has pitched some great games. He’s 
a keeper. Guzman is not the ace everybody 
seemed to think he would be. Expectations 
were too high, and now that he’s beginning to 
settle down and pitch instead of trying to reach 
the record books, he’s doing well. 


tell me it’s a nightmare. Still, the bottom line 
iS, the reason people aren’t going to Comiskey 


Frank Castillo is not. I don’t know 
who this no-talent fuck paid off to get a start- 
ing position on a major league ballclub, = ee 
but it must’ve been a lot of dough ce oe Bae Z watch. It doesn’t make sense; they’ ve got 
because no matter how terribly he pitch- ae superb pitching and you’re pretty much 
es, nO matter how many leads he blows, : guaranteed a few home runs in every 
no matter how often he gives up a home game. The Sox get on base, they steal 
run after walking the pitcher, they keep | w and they score runs. They’ve got several 
him in the starting rotation. If you wannaf, p i o -2 [bonafide stars on the team (McDowell, 
talk about baseball bringing in some new ea Lees 3 4+ Thomas, Ventura, Hernandez) but for 
fans, wacky Turk Wendell is just the man F De {some reason, they’re no fun to watch. 

- how can you not like the guy (see box)? ‘Most A.L. ball isn’t too much fun to 
I’m sure the Cubs will bring him up when watch. I don’t know why, that’s just the 
rosters are expanded, and I just hope he away it is. After they win the World 

has some good games so he can replace ; Series next month, Thomas, McDowell, 
that bum Castillo permanently. 4Ventura, Karkovice and Bere will all be 

“The Cubs top brass doesn’t ahousehold names. And they’ll still proba- 
care about winning a pennant.” That’s a : bly be pretty boring to watch. Maybe two 
phrase we’re hearing and reading more {negatives will make a positive when the 
often these days. It’s true. Why should Sox face the equally boring Giants in the 
they, when idiots fill up Wrigley Field : Series. Then again, maybe not. 
every day regardless of how poorly the ; 
team is doing? Winning a pennant means 
having to pay higher salaries, and since 
they’ ve already cut their own throats by si 
dishing out insane amounts of money for 
wholly unproductive players, that 
prospect can’t look too good for them. 

The sad thing about it is that 
there are a lot of guys on this team who 
WANT to win, and nobody wants to win 
more than Jim Lefebvre. Firing him 
(there’s been talk) would be the biggest 
mistake since the acquisition of two has- 
been deadbeats named Candy and Willie. 


Turk Wendell will not eat or wear 
socks on the day of a game. Going in 
from and out to the mound, he | 
crosses the foul line with a neat little 
sideways jump each time. Before 
each inning, he draws three crucifixes 
in the mound dirt and waves to the | 
center fielder. Whenever his catcher 
stands, wacky Turk squats. He chews 
on a massive wad of licorice while 
pitching; after he jumps over the foul 
line, he spits the wad out and brush- 
| [es his teeth (possible future tooth- 
cs CPL en SOU - | |paste endorsement deal?7?). His 
PES ~~ | number? 13, of course. Turk wins the 
Panic Button Punk Rock Ballplayer 
Award for 1993 for his zany antics. 


Nobody’s going out to see the fant secs Pee crn ERE 
first place White Sox. The reasoning is SN a ae aortic Pag ate ae oe 
that the ballpark sucks. I haven’t been SENSE OES ee E ae 
there, but several friends who have been 
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Th e Return of the Section Without 
A Title That's All About Movies... 


The only new movie I've seen lately Is in The Line Of Fire with 
Clint Eastwood. As you’ve undoubtedly heard, Clint plays the only 
active Secret Service agent who was present when Kennedy was 
killed. A potential assassin Is after the president again and It’s up to 
Clint to stop him, thus both performing the dutles of his job and as a 
bonus, making up for that day In Dallas when he didn't save JFK. 

This Is a good movie, no doubt, but It’s primarily the pres- 
ence of Mr. Eastwood that makes If so. John Malkovich plays a won- 
derfully loony creep who phones Clint and torments him with his past 
while methodically carrying out his nefarlous plot. Rene Russo Is ok as 
Clint’s fellow agent and love Interest. But without Eastwood, this movie 
becomes Just another slickly produced thriller with few surprises. 

Clint Eastwood is more than Just another goofball action 
hero; the guy can act and he shows it in thls movie perhaps better 
than he ever has. It’s a movie for Clint Eastwood fans, and those of 
you who don’t mind your thrillers being utterly predictable. 

On the video front, I’ve seen several falrly new releases. First 
and foremost is Reservoir Dogs, easily the best new movie I've seen in 
years. The plot Is almost a loose adaptation of Stanley Kubrick's The 
Killing (they should be rented together for a nice double feature) but 
the style Is totally original. The director, Quentin Tarantino, constructs a 
tightly wound character study of several deviants involved In a 
botched Jewelry store robbery. Tarantino himself appears in the open- 
Ing scene of the movle, reciting a hilarlous monologue which explains 
why Madonna's “Like A Virgin” Is a metaphor for big dicks. In fact, all 
of Tarantino's hoods have quirky sides (and it’s to the director's credit 
that he doesn’t allow them to go over the top with thelr quirks and 
destroy the tension, as so many violent movies tend to do), Including 
Harvey Kelte! (and It's nice that he’s finally beginning to get some 
respect in Hollywood) who operates on an immovable moral code, 
and Steve Buscemi who paces around nervously like a lab rat on 
crack, speaking In machine gun bursts of paranold dialogue that'll 
have you reeling. 

The flim moves through the events of the preparation of the 
robbery and the immediate aftermath by going back and forth In 
time, a method that would have killed this movie in any other direc- 
tor's hands (except perhaps Stanley Kubrick, who structured his scenes 
the same way back In the early sixties with the aforementioned The 
Killing.) Unlike The Killing, we don't actually see the scene of the 
crime, which Is probably due more to a small budget than any con- 
sclous artistic decision. : 

However, the characters give us a clear overview of what 
went wrong in the Jewelry store without overexplaining, and from the 
first scene, this fucker doesn’t let up. It’s obvious from the few locations 
that Tarantino uses that he’s operating on a small budget. What's 
amazing is that he makes use of what he has ten times better than our 
friends Coppola, Splelberg, et al. This fucker Is Intense, and if tension 
and violence don’t sit well with you, don’t rent this one. 

Actually, the movle Isn't really as violent as critics have 
made it out to be. The most publicized scene features Michael 
Madsen dancing around a warehouse to a godawful seventies song 
(the running Joke In the movle Is that all the characters are listening to 
a “Super Sounds Of The Seventies” radio show throughout the flick; In 
an inspired bit of casting, Steven Wright is the D.J.) before slicing the 
ear off of a cop he has taken hostage and duct-taped to a chalr. 
Though this may sound gruesome, It's really not all that bad; watch 
carefully as he begins fo slice and you'll see that the way his body 
and arms are set up are in no way conducive to cutting an ear off 
(though they ARE conducive to hiding the fact that the budget 
wouldn't permit showing such a thing). The camera then pans to the 
left and when It comes back, Madsen Is holding the ear and asking It, 
“Hey, what's happening?” It really isn't much of a gross out. Far more 
disturbing Is what Madsen prepares to do to the cop next... 

Has Keltel ever given a bad performance? Even in shit 
parades like Thelma and Loulse and Mortal Thoughts he's been out- 
standing. In fact, the only movie in which | found him unconvincing 
was Taxi Driver, in which he trles, but with a lame costume and 


accent, falls miserably (although this ls due more to poor casting than 
poor acting). 

Buscemi, who I've only seen once before (In the terible 
Slaves Of New York) is totally entertaining; he looks like a young John 
Waters (and I know | promised to write about Waters In this Issue but It’s 
been done a zillion times before, so that’s my only mention of his 
name) and speaks Tarantino's lines like he was born for the part. 
Michael Madsen as Mr. Blonde Is frightening, but the edge is taken off 
by his somewhat understated style of acting. He’s still giving us that 
funny squint that he’s been doing since his bit part In WorGames 
whenever he can’t think of anything else to do with his face. 

Tim Roth Is superb in the film's most demanding role. Watch 
the scenes In which we find out about his Mr. Orange’s past and you'll 
see how tough acting really Is, and how goddamn good you have to 
be fo pull it off. 

Lawrence Tierney is wonderful as well, playing a grizzled old 
mob boss who has a heart of pure bile. 

Chris Penn, playing Tlerney’s son, Is the weakest actor in the 
fim. To put it bluntly, the fucking guy can't act. 

No matter, this flim Is a masterpiece, and can be enjoyed 
on both the level of a great movie, and as a fine example of how to 
MAKE a great film. When Tierney Is giving the gang a speech about 
shaping up (he also hands out allases so the gang members won't be 
able to rat on each other if one is caught; Buscemi asks, “Why do | 
have to be Mr. Pink?” “Because you're a faggot!” roars Tlerney), he 
falls silent for a moment and then says, “You guys have got me so 
mad ! can't even talk,” - an obvious yet excellent ad-lib to cover up 
his flubbed line; sometimes you can't afford to shoot a scene over. 

I have seen this film four times already and It still fascinates 
me. It’s the first flim to appeal to a generation of white kids Ilke me 
who were ralsed In the seventies on a dlet of lousy top-40 radio, Brady 
Bunch re-runs and “The Donny And Marie Show”. | can't wait to see 
what Tarantino does next. 

Deep Cover Is a quirky little movie starring Larry (who now 
wants to be called LAURENCE, sheesh!) Fishburne as a cop who goes 
undercover for the DEA to make his way up the ladder (via various 
middle-level drug dealers) to a South American dealer with connec- 
tlons In the U.S. government. His boss is played by Charles Martin 
Smith as a smarmy, whitebread prick who doesn't give a shit If 
Fishburne has to kill in order to get the Job done. Jeff Goldblum plays 
one of the middle-level dealers who goes over his daughter's home- 
work with her In his nice suburban home one minute, and plots the 
set-up of one of his dealers the next. Rarely do we see characters 
such as this In these types of movies, and Goldblum's character Is the 
only one besides Fishburne’s that isn't a walking cliche. 

Goldblum Is an intelligent, educated Jewish lawyer who has 
a geeky fascination with black culture. He's a harmless twit turning a 
good profit in the world of coke. Once he is publicly embarrassed by 
his boss, he turns Into a cold-hearted killer, ready to do anything to 
keep his dreams of an empire bullf ona legal, cocalne-like drug 
alive. This metamorphisis is only believable if the film can show the 
quirks In Goldblum's character that would allow him to make such a 
drastic change. It does so admirably. 

As for violence, check out the scene where Goldblum finally 
gets a chance to get back at his boss; he turns Into a frustrated kid 
who's been pushed too far and pulls off an act of vengeance that's 
more chilllng (yet somehow madly hilarious) than any of the violence 
In Reservoir Dogs. 

The plot Is predictable and It's a shame, because the perfor- 
mances by Fishburne and Goldblum are so effective - they seem like 
the only people in the film who take It serlously. When Fishburne meets 
a crack-addicted mother and her son, we know damn well as 
Fishburne picks up the kid and gives him a few bucks to go get a bur- 
rito, that pretty soon the mother will be dead and the son will be 
Fishburne’s responsibility (and for an example of overacting of the 
worst sort, check out the performance by the mother [I didn’t catch 
the actor's name in the credits], a painful exercise In pointless histrion- 


Ics), and we know that Fishburne will fall In love with the girl who is In 
charge of laundering the drug money, and we know that somehow, 
everything will turn out all right In the end (and how everything DOES 
turn out all right Is some of the worst piotting I've seen In any movie 
since Basic Instinct). 

However, the film does have some great twists concerning 
the Fishburne character and he’s probably the only actor around who 
could have pulled off these character changes so effortlessly and 
effectively. One gets the feeling that this filck was written by a decent 
writer, and then re-written by some Idiot studio hack or the director. 

The music score also deserves mention. It's a funky, dark 
jam session from beginning to end and contributes greatly to the 
mood of the film. Though at polnts the film Is silly {check out Ivy the 
drug dealer and his “chauffeur”, who look and act as if they belong In 
the latest Batman movie [complete with a car whose tires pour out a 
comical amount of smoke as it peels away] instead of a film about 
discovering one’s dark side), it is worth a look for the fine leading per- 
formances. 

Glengarry Glen Ross was one of the best movies of 1992. 
Upon release, we were told by the critics that Acadamy Awards would 
surely be given out for the fine performances In the film, especially to 
Jack Lemmon. That didn’t happen. The film was not a box-office suc- 
cess and was ignored by the Academy. 

It’s obvious why it didn't go over well. It didn't fill any of the 
Oscar requirements: It wasn't a huge, boring epic Ilke Out Of Africa, It 
wasn't an obscure, tight-assed European flim about moronic dullards 
dealing with the dilemma of loving the wrong person at the wrong 
time and It wasn't a huge box-office smash (which has become a 
recent Academy requirement, apparently designed to placate the 
public, who were getting sick and tired of seeing the aforementioned 
types of movies get awarded while thelr faves, like Batman and Lethal 
Weapon went unnoticed). 

Well, what the general public has missed out on is not only 
the greatest screen fable Illustrating the greed and avarice of the 
eighties, not only the finest acting in ANY movie of last year, but most 
Importantly, the best scripted movie In many a moon. 

David Mamet Is a master scenarist. He knows how people 
speak and Is able to write accordingly. Though he's hacked out crap 
for other people (like The Untouchables for DePalma), when a project 
is his own, he goes balls out and gives us the most human, living, 
breathing, real characters you'll see In the movies. House Of Games 
was brilliant for its plot and direction (also done by Mamet), but the 
dialogue was totally amazing. Things Change proved that Mamet 
could take a popular concept (“nice” mob guy bofches an assign- 
ment and has to flx things before he gets trunked) and breathe new 
life Into It, Glengarry Glen Ross combines elements of the aforemen- 
tioned films and the result Is astounding. 

The story revolves around four salesmen for a real estate firm 
that relles on pressure tactics to sell unsellable land In Florida and 
Arizona. The men are given “leads” {information cards on people who 
have filled out one of those forms we see in hot-dog Joints and such 
promising free prizes, etc.) which they use to contact potential buyers. 
The problem Is, nobody’s buying and these men are desperate. 

The flim opens with Alec Baldwin as a half-crazed est 
refugee Informing the men that If they don’t sell some fucking land, 
thelr asses will be out on the street. Thus, the pressure is turned up and 
the men become even more desperate. See, only the salesmen who 
can close deals will get access to the “good” leads; In the meantime, 
they have to rely on old ones that have been proven time and again 
to be dead ends. 

This creates a situation In which the men will do just about 
anything to make a sale. Ed Harrls and Alan Arkin discuss breaking 
into the office and stealing the leads, making the break-in look like a 
robbery. Al Pacino sweet talks a drunk Jonathan Pryce by subtlely 
playing on Pryce’s possible homosexual tendencies - Pacino’s charac- 
ter gives new meaning to the phrase ‘bullshit artist’. Saddest of all Is 
Jack Lemmon slogging around In the ralin making house calls In a 
last-ditch attempt to move some product. As he sits In a man’s subur- 
ban home trying to sell him land he obviously doesn’t want, we 
cringe. When Lemmon goes Into his spiel (acting as the president of a 
large real estate firm - “I'm only In town for one night”) It’s obvious he’s 
straining. He doesn't want to take no for an answer but there's not 
much left Inside him to fight for the sale. 

Pacino, when told the next day by Pryce that he wants out of 
the deal, goes Into an act of such bullshit proportions (Pryce insists 


that he has three days to change his mind on the deal and that this Is 
the last day. Pacino knows this but plays dumb and engages In an 
opera of semantics regarding when the three days start, and what 
day today Is and whether the “days” are work days or not) that 
although It seems Impossible, it looks as If he might actually convince 
the nervous-wreck, henpecked Pryce to change his mind. This scene Is 
amazing because Pryce Is practically crying, yet Pacino keeps push- 
ing his buttons: he Is his own man, he need not feel guilt over his decl- 
slon, his wife has her ilfe and he has his (this statement turns Pacino’s 
“supportive” monologue Into a very subtle assertion that Pryce's right 
to have sex with a man AND buy land from Pacino are Inseperable). 
This character works on so many different levels at once that you 
almost get dizzy listening to him. Yet, he almost pulls It off, until his 
boss comes In and blows the whole deal. We're shocked not only at 
the gaffe (Pacino has told the man that he hasn't yet cashed his 
check when his boss walks In and asserts to Pryce that everything’s ok 
and the check Is in the bank), but at seeing the spell broken. Pacino's 
rage at having his sale fucked up Is a marvel to watch. WE know that 
Pacino was hanging on by a thread anyway, but he launches such a 
vicious attack on the boss (“YOU STUPID FUCKING CUNT!!!") that we can 
see that he Is voicing the frustration of a man who knows that no mat- 
ter how well he can bullshit, he's not playing the game, he’s being 
played. 

The “surprise” ending isn’t too surprising, but | don’t think the 
plot Is the point. This Is a character study of men who are forced to 
act in ways that go against thelr character simply in order to keep the 
rent paid. If ever there was an anti-work movle, thls Is It. 

Diggstown, directed by Michael Ritchle, Is a disappointing 
failure. Ritchle made some of the best sports movies of the seventies, 
The Bad News Bears, Downhill Racer and Semi-Tough (which was 
really more about the Inane assertiveness training courses of the sev- 
enties than football; Bert Convy does a wonderful Warner Erhardt 
Impression and Burt Reynolds turns In one of the best roles of his 
career}, but has obviously lost his touch (Check out The Positively True 
Adventures Of The Alleged Texas Cheerleader Murdering Mom [i 
know I'm close on the title] which Ritchle directed for HBO If you want 
further evidence of his downfall). 

James Woods, who was one of the most Intense actors of the 
eighties, has become a sick parody of himself. He Is a shady boxing 
promoter who needs to convince one-nofte actor Lou Gossett Jr. to 
fight ten different men for a huge purse. Gossett was burned by 


. Woods In the past and wants absolutely nothing to do with him. He 


refuses Woods several times, and then suddenly has a change of 
heart. This change ls Illustrated by Gossett looking longingly out the 
window of his house while his wife tells him not to get Involved. Why 
does Gossett change his. mind? No reason, of course, It's just that the 
screenwriter was too dim-witted to come up with any sort of logical 
reason for Gossett fo have a change of heart. Thus, the plot is 
mechanically advanced and the audience Is expected to accept It, 
logic and previous characterization be damned. Characters appear 
and then disappear without a trace, serving no apparent function 
other than to move the witless plot along. The film is predictable from 
beginning to end, and except for an OK performance by Bruce Dern, 
who does the best he can with such vapid material (check him out In 
the Incredible After Dark, My Sweet), It’s utterly worthless. 

| hate subtitles, but one foreign movie you should rent Is 
called The Vanishing. It’s a story of a young man whose girlfriend dis- 
appears one day while he’s walting for her at a large rest stop/service 
area off the highway. His obsession with the mystery surrounding her 
disappearance lasts for several years until he finally meets the man 
who can explain it all to him. We are, by this point In the film, expect- 
Ing a revelation of-some sort, a bizarre twist (the likelihood of which Is 
accentuated by the stranger's odd, neurotic behavior). What we get 
Instead is exactly what we ought to expect, and the flim ends ona 
totally logical note that nevertheless hit me like a fucking sledgeham- 
mer. | couldn’t stop thinking about this movie for days. 

Supposedly, an American remake of The Vanishing (same 
title) exists, starring Imbecile actor Keifer Sutherland. Worse, the 
Americanized version has a typically stupid American ending. The 
welrd thing Is that It was directed by the same guy who did the origl- 
nal. | have no desire to see It, and If you Insist on watching It, | recom- 
mend that you at least see the original first. This Is a disturbing trend; 
recently Bridget Fonda starred In a remake of La Femme Nikita enti- 
tled Point Of No Return. I'll betcha 10 bucks they fucked up the end- 
ing to that one, too. 


Music Can Make You Vomit!!! 


| have reviewed some CD-only releases this issue as well as two major label releas- 
es. | don't wanna make a habit of it, but | feel I had good reason. Here’s the rules: 
Send vinyl if possible, CD's only if it’s a CD-only release and NO cassettes. | will not 
even listen to your crummy cassette. | will throw it into the “tape-over” bag in my 
kitchen. Period. If | give your record a good review, I'll send you a zine. If! give it a 
bad review, you don’t want to read it anyway, so I'll save my money. If I have the 
label’s address and price info., I'll print it. If 1 don't, | won't. Local bands get priority. 
Etc. 


APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN - Strikes Back EP (Dick Records/ 1297 Burdette CY 
Glendale Hts. IL/ 60139) 

A 3 song EP from a band that’s always seemed to be on the brink of being great. 
This new disc doesn’t change my opinion. Imitates late period Descendents without 
much success. The production Is great and if you're into supporting locals, this ain't 
half bad, but it doesn't do much for me. 


BAD RELIGION - Recipe For Hate LP (Epitaph/6201 Sunset Bivd/ Suite 11 1/ 
Hollywood CA/ 90028) 

This is the first Bad Religion album I've heard in full. Greg Gaffin still sings almost 
every song exactly the same way, but this time the band’s sixtles influences show 
big time and they've finally written some songs other than the one they've been basi- 
Cally doing over and over for years. Well, like Ann Landers sez, if it ain't broke, don’t 
fix it. There is some great hardcore here (all variations on their famous one song) but 
much of it is way too pretty and the commercial vapidity of a song like “Kerosene” will 
make even the die hard B.R. fan kick a big hole in the wall. Overall, it veers into 
arena rock territory once too often and this disc makes a strong case for Bad 
Religion to hang it up before any further embarrassments.LATE NEWS: B.R. just 
signed to Atlantic and sold them this record. It figures. 


THE BOLLWEEVILS - Ripple EP ($3.00 ppd. 
to Underdog/ P.O. Box 14182/ Chicago IL/ 
606 14) 

| still haven’t heard their first EP, so | don't 
have anything to compare it to, but this one is 
hot stuff. Speedy pop-punk with typically , 
vague, poetic type lyrics but enough precision 
“land melody to make up for it. Chuck Uchida's 
production is fantastic - the man can do no 
wrong. They recently signed to Dr. Strange 
Records so you'll be hearing a lot more of 
them. In the meantime, pick this one up and 
check out one of the best Chicago bands 
around. 


THE BRATBEATERS - Try To Be Yourself EP (/ncognito/ Hermannstr. 1/ 7000 
Stuttgart 80/ Germany) 

Like all of the other Incognito EP’s reviewed here, this one is limited to 333 copies, 
so good luck finding one. It's obvious that The Bratbeaters worship the kings of 
Queens, but they've got plenty of good tunes of their own and fuck, the world needs 
more bands who use The Ramones as a reference point anyway. Excellent. 


BUTT TRUMPET - “I Left My Flannel In Seattle” b/w “Pink Gun” (Hell Yeah/ P.O. 
Box 1975/ Burbank CA/ 91507) 

The- A side is a noisy, stupid mess. The B side is a mediocre ‘77ish tune that 
becomes a winner with the great female vocals. If | were you, I’d wait for an LP. 


BUZZCOCKS 12” (Essential) 

Full on professional production - nothing like the lovely, annoying, high end mixes on 
your old Buzzcocks records. Three songs that are all sorta ok. The vocals are 
Strained and forced - don't bother looking for the whining obnoxiousness of years 
past. Regardless, | don’t think most Buzzcocks fans will be all that disappointed, 
unless the slick, commercial aspects turn your stomach one too many times, as was 
the case with me. 


CHICAGO HARDCORE COMPILATION EP (C.S. Productions/ P.O. Box 29556/ 
Chicago IL/ 60629) 

Five local bands here. I've heard of two of them. Critical Beatdown is heavy HC with 
typically growly, screamy vocals. Fuck The Bureaucracy sounds exactly the same, 
with the addition of inane politics and more high end on the music (the big difference 
is that the singer can’t keep up with the music). Cranial Structure is a rerun of Critical 
Beatdown. Mob Action is a rerun of Cranial Structure, although this tune was appar- 
ently recorded in somebody's bathroom. Los Crudos gets lost in the sludge - the 
tune Is not one of their best and the recording is awtul. Lyrically, the record is filled 
with simplistic leftist sloganeering, with no relevance to any real issues (the excep- 
tion being Critical Beatdown’s “C.H.A.”). Why do we have so many godawful bands 
in Chicago and why do record labels encourage them? 


CHICKENHEAD - Everything Must Go! EP (4 1/2 Finger Records/ 4787 SW 154 Av/ 
Miami FL/ 33158) 


: sucks, which is appropriate for this kind of 


Fucked up, noisy stuff that’s loads better than the 
band wants you to think it is. The production 


garbage can punk. Heavy Black Flag influences 
coupled with strep throat vocals make this one a 
kick in the ass that you most definitely need. 


CHINO HORDE LP (File Thirteen/ P.O. Box 
251304/ Little Rock AR/ 72225) 

An 8 song LP. That should tell you something’s 
screwy right off the bat. Jawbreaker and Monsula 
influenced. I’m sure they love it in the East Bay. In 
my book, it's a waste of precious vinyl. 


EVERY? HING MUST GO! 


COSA NOSTRA - Rock Mot Tiden EP (Rosa Honung) 

When you hear that a band has ex-Asta Kask members, you should be wiping away 
the drool, as I was. This ain't Asta Kask, but it'll do. The B side sucks something 
awful, but the A side is superb; tight, anthemic, speedy punk with all the right back- 
ups and enough power to blow the doors off a band like Bad Religion. 


CRACKERBASH - Tin Toy 10” (Empty/ P.O. Box 12034/ Seattle WA/ 98102) 
Fluffy emo-core that ain't worth a shit in an outhouse. 


THE C*NTS - Midnight Party CD (Disturbing Records/ 3238 S Racine/ Chicago IL/ 
60608) 

The C*nts (their asterik, not mine) are one of the best garage bands in the country. 
They've been around for about 50 or 60 years cranking out great rock and roll, and 
this CD ranks with their best. It was recorded live (| don’t know where - | didn't think 
they ever played gigs) and the sound is excellent. Some of the blues Influenced stuff 
gets boring, but songs like “Joined Together At The Head” more than make up for 
that. If you like garage rock, snap it up, ‘cause it’s limited to 1,000 (Only $4.00 ppd. - 
checks and m.o.’s to irene Pocius). 


DIRTY SCUMS - 15 Years Punk EP (Incognito) 

Another quality Incognito band that's infatuated with the Ramones. | can't believe 
this stuff doesn’t outsell J-Church in the U.S. Loud, fast, ballsy punk. “| Wanna Go 
Up And Down On You" - ok, no translation problems here. 


DISAFFECT - Home Of The Slave EP (Uneasy Lisltening/ 3555 Don Mills Rd/ Unit 6- 
129/ Willowdale, ON/ M2H 3N3/ Canada) 
Total thrash-o-matic politicore that’s just as boring in 1993 as it was in 1983. 


DOBERMANS - 10” (Carving Knife/ P.O. Box 829/ Seattle WA/ 98111-0829) 
Like the Cynics and the C*nts? This is in the same league. If you're into garage punk 
it's worth picking up. 


THE DOLPHINS - Tough Times EP (Diesel/ Harustie 8 F 60/ 00980/ Helsinki/ 
Finland) 

Ha, and you though those brooding Finns’ biggest pleasure was the tango, Finland's 
been breeding great HC bands for years, now here's a balls-out punk band with a 
clever sensè of humor. If you see this, buy it'and play it for that friend of yours whose 
band is just a lame Fugazi imitation. If you don’t like this, you really have no fucking 
idea what punk rock is. 


THE DWARVES - Sugarfix LP (Sub Pop/ P.O. Box 20645/ Seattle WA/ 98102) 

| hate Sub Pop. | hate Dwarves hype. And even though | wanna hate this record... 
hey, | can! Their live show might bs great (I'll never know), but this shit gets way old 
after one song. It doesn’t totally suck, but like the New Bomb Turks, they take so-so 
rock tunes, speed ‘em up and add excellent production and everyone from MAR to 
Your Flesh is sporting a boner. | guess sneering like Iggy and acting like a petulant 
prep school brat is enough these days. 


88 FINGERS LOUIE EP (Go Deaf/ 1121 N Tyrell Av/ Park Ridge IL/ 60068-1667) 
Suburban melodo-punk not without a certain charm. It’s sorta typical Chicago subur- 
ban band stuff and most of it doesn’t really stick but it has some good points: speed, 
great bass playing and a high amount of enthusiasm. “| Hate Myself" is a great song 
but then we have to listen to "Can't Get Up The Nerve”, a wimpy little crapfest about 
some poor kid with a crush. | think they need to listen to a little less Jawbreaker and 
a little more Queers. Still, considering the local crap out there, this is one of the bet- 
ter new bands in the area. Sound contradictory? Hey, l'm ambivalent, gimme a 
break. LATE NEWS: Will an EP be forthcoming on Fat WreckChords? Stay tuned... 


EGO - Es Kommt Von Selbst EP (Spitbrother/ c/o Ralf/ Nelkenweg 45/ 73765 
Neuhausen/ Germany) 

Despite the title and label, this is an American band - Mike Bullshit’s sequel to Gol, 
to be specific. Well, all | hear is unbearably generic hardcore that could only appeal 
to twelve year olds and members of collectives. 


aah ge Ue) tales Don’t Turn Away LP (Dr. Strange/ P. 2 Box 7000-17/ Alta Loma 


i Thirteen fantastic songs from this So. Cal band. 
{They've got hooks, they've got power and they've 
>#4got Green Day-Ish vocals (which can admittedly 
=44be annoying at times). Because there are so 
‘many good songs, the album tends to go by ina 
-Hblur on the first listen. Give it a couple more spins 
gland you'll find yourself singing along, the 
#anthemic choruses buried deep in your skull. The 
lyrics are nothing special - they cover the usual 
Jemo territory, but the phrasing is excellent. This 
a raally Is something to write home about. 


i, FIFTEEN - The Choice Of A New Generation LP 
(Lookout/ P.O. Box 11374/ Berkeley CA/ 94701) 

Side one of this disc Is outstanding. While Jeff Ott’s newly found Green Day vocal 
style takes some getting used to, this fucker stlll [Rg Sie he 
cranks. Nalvete, political themes, love songs, all PS p 

with the patented Ott pop-punk sound. Side two 
starts to drag and ends up degenerating Into a 
pathetic funk rock fest a la Jimi Hendrix. Still 
worth It for the first side. 

FINKEL ROKKERS EP (Bird Nest/ Roger ge i 
Andersor/ Lotgatan 6D/ 731 33 Koping/ Sweden) ta 
Heavy duty hardcore that blows away the aver- 
age American HC band, most of whom really 
have no Idea how to play It. Fast, loud, tight, di 
angry. No pretensions, no forced bullshit. Six $n AC 2 
songs, three in English, three In Swedish. Get this and you've go 


t the real thing. 
FOR SALE - Bargain EP (P.O. Box 1646/ Redondo Beach CA/ 90278) 


Wimpy pop-punk with no heart, no balls and no apparent point. Stop your fucking 
whining, you Green Day wanna-be’s. f 


FUNERAL DRESS EP (incognito) 

Holy shit, this Is good! Raucous, swing-your-beer-steln-in-the-alr punk rock. At times 
it brings to mind the Forgotten Rebels. Fuck yes, with a song called “Punk's Back tn 
Town”, you can't go wrong. 


F.Y.P. - Cootles EP (Theologian Records/ 120 Pler Av/ Hermosa Beach CA/ 90254) 

God, l'm a sucker for this shit. Snotty hardcore featuring sloppy tunes and the kind of 
stupid lyrics It takes a genius to write, Suburban smart ass kids who don't give a fuck 
what you think. | love It. 


GAS - In The Crowd LP (Better Than Them/ Via C. Metalla 10/ 00179 Roma/ Italy) 
Pop-punk with heavy American Influences. Funny thing ls, It’s still ten times better 

than most of the fluffy shit coming out of the U.S. of A. It suffers from poor produc- 

tion, but It's still worth seeking out. 


GOMEZ EP (Little Deputy/ P.O. Box 7066/ Austin TX/ 78713-7066) 

Any band that digs Planet Of The Apes and Kiss Is a band | can relate to. However, 
the unimaginative music and so-so lyrics don’t work. They're definitely playing their 
own version of punk, but they sound Ilke a band who'll be doomed to open for bigger 
bands for life. You wanna like ‘em, but you'll end up standing around in the back of 
the club wishing they were better. 


THE GRABBERS - “The Way | Am” b/w “Three” (2121 Breton Ln/ Huntington Beach 
CA/ 92646) 

So. Cal punk at Its finest. “The Way | Am” sounds Ilke a combo of Angry Samoans 
and early Redd Kross and If it doesn’t stick in your head, nothing will. Find it and buy 
it. 


GRIMPLE - Up Your Ass LP (M & E) 

Zillion mile an hour hardcore with excellent production. Unfortunately, it suffers from 
contradictory lyrics (that's the East Bay for ya) and the fact that bands like this 
releasing an entire LP defeats the whole purpose. Shoulda been released as three 
EP's, Make it through the first side without losing Interest and you get a blue ribbon. 


THE HARRIES - Dedicated To Werner CD (P.O. Box 1085/6801 BB/ Arnhem/ 
Holland) 

Punk rock with a heavy Toy Dolls Influence. These guys don’t come close to the 
Dolls, but they do pretty well anyway. 17 songs, all In English, with goofy lyrics In the 
style of A.O.D. Excellent musicianship, great hooks and a “who gives a shit” attitude 
make this one a keeper, 


THE HUMPERS - Positively Sick On 4th St. LP (Sympathy For The Record Industry) 
A throwback to old style (not the beer, dummy) punk. | am ambivalent. Dolls, Dead 
Boys, etc. In the right mood, | love this shit. At other times It's Just background music. 
I think It helps to be a drunk... 


J-CHURCH - No One Has A Future EP (Damaged Goods/ P.O. Box 671/ London 
E17 6NF/ England) 

| get the feeling that J-Church wants to sound like thelr pals Jawbreaker (there's 
even a reference to them on the live side). It's not working. The production Is pretty 
good on the studio side, but the vocalist has no presence. The live side Is a produc- 


tion nightmare. | wanna like It but it's a bore. 


THE JESUS LIZARD EP (Touch & Go/ P.O. Box 25520/ Chicago IL/ 60625) 

Aren't you sick of hearing this band’s name? And Good Grief Charlle, they suck 
sumpin’ awfull It's the perfect Muzak for thirty-something halfwits with shitty day jobs 
and girlfriends who keep asking ‘em when they're going to marry them. The emper- 
or's got no balls. 


THE LENNONS - Lebendig Gefressen LP (incognito) 

Aggressive, guitar-driven P.R. with a hook at every turn, crazy gultar solos and a hell 
of a lot of appeal In general to people like me. | don’t think the pressing of this LP is 
radically limited like the other Incognito releases. Find this record, find the Wizo Mini- 
Cd, listen and learn. 


LOS CRUDOS - La Rabla Nubla Nuestros Ojos... EP (Lengua Armada) 
Chicago’s best HC band puts out an EP chock 
full of raging thrash tunes that'll still have you tap- 
ping your toes, albeit quickly. Unarguably a pollti- 
cal band, the lyrics come from a personal stand- 
point and confront Issues within the Chicago 
Latino community. Pretty great, but to get the full 
effect, you gotta see ‘em live. 


LOS HUEVOS EP (1114 21st St/ Sacramento 
CA/ 95814) 

Boring hipple shit. The kinda stuff that David 
Hayes has finally given up trying to peddle due to 
lack of Interest. No - not even if you're a desper- 
ate potsmoker. 


THE LOSERAS/COITUS Spilt EP (Fluffy Down) 

Two British bands on one disc. The Losers deliver brilllant, powerful hardcore - the 
kinda stuff you used to hear on the Fast And Loud show. Coltus Is passable speed- 
metal without the speed. It's pretty lame and | have no Idea why these two bands are 
sharing vinyl. 


MAMA TICK - "Horsedoctor” b/w “l'm Okay With Me” (Skin Graft) 
l'm embarrassed to {Ive In the same town as these twits. Nolsy rock shit that begs for 
a major label contract. | am NOT ok with these dinks. Fuck ‘em. 


THE MARIONETTES - The Bad White Punks EP (Incognito) 
Yet another in the Incognito series. Loud dumb punk. This one Is yawn-Insplring. 


THE MR. T EXPERIENCE - Gun Crazy EP (Lookout) 
aaa "= The return of the MTX after the departure of gul- 


eee 


“sy y (arist Jon Von. Good news, they're sounding 
Exeeefanes Loven better these days as a three-piece. After 

© Tthelr disappointing last album, this one came as a 
nice surprise. Three poppy punk gems with the 
trademark lyrical wordsmithery of Dr. Frank and 
red hot production by Kevin Army. I'm looking for- 


ward to their new album. 


nigh acne an 


.| THE MUFFS CD (some silly major label) 

@ Punk rock goes big time with ex-members of the 
A # Pandoras and White Flag. About 1/4 of this Is 
pete ss) wi total shit sultable only for MTV and WXRT, The 
rest is pretty hot. The Mulfs swipe shamelessly from sixtles bands Ilke Tommy 
James and The Shondells and early punk bands like the Buzzcocks. I've had "Better 
Than Me” stuck In my head for days. Also worth hearing are "Baby Go Round’, 
“Lucky Guy", "From Your Girl" and "Blg Mouth’. The production Is suprisingly sloppy 
(except on the MTV tunes), giving thls one a great punk feel. The singer is the best 
female crooner | think I've ever heard. Not too bad for a big time production. 


NAPALM DEATH - Nazi Punks Fuck Off EP (Earache) 
STOP THE PRESSES! HEAVY METAL BAND MANGLES THE SAME DK'S TUNE 
TWICE ON ONE RECORDI!! There oughta be a law to end wastes of vinyl Ilke this. 


THE NE'ER DO WELLS - Hallo, It Is |, Thee Intolerable Bastard Child Genius EP 
ae: ENSS By (Lookout) 
f An Irresistable little chunk of Joy. This Is great 
Ei surf/garage punk which has me wondering If 
{there are some ex- Dukes Of Burl members 
{j involved. Al Sobrante's kooky Influence is all 
zaover this record and he's come a long way drum- 
wise since his days with Isocracy and Green Day. 
~ K Plus these guys dress sharper than Urge Overkill 
We Yd) ae EA 7 Sa gand Nation Of Ulysses combined. This could be 
NAG ADAP ee a ; the start of a revolution.:. Get It. 

Nata na Ne d y WS : 
Simons 8 a NEW BOMB TURKS - So Young, So Falr, So 
OLORA Cid NNUS Debonair EP (Empty) 
Spin loves ‘em, MRR loves ‘em, what more could you want? Well, a little more sub- 
stance, please. It’s not that the Turks bite. In fact, they're miles better than the aver- 
age band. But they just don't live up to the hype. Side A has the Turks pulling an 


Iggy and The Stooges move, while “Polyester Thinking Cap” shows some DK's Influ- 
ences. Of the two, “Polyester” is the one that comes the closest to sounding the way 
Tim Yo and Co. describe them, but It’s not one I'll be playing over and over. 


NOFX - “Liza & Louise b/w The Fastest Longest Line” (Fat Wreck Chords/ P.O. Box 
my 460144/ San Francisco CA/ 94146) 
¥4 Classic NOFX. Their albums tend to sometimes 
l ei, 3 get bogged down in instrumental wanking, but 
“ae... | Athere are always enough gems to justify a pur- 

_ “Se Achase. "Liza & Loulse” is one such gem from the 
“White Trash, Two Heebs And A Bean” album on 
d Epitaph. It's a great, hook-laden punky number 
=4with excellent, satirical lyrics. The B side is kindu- 
va throwaway - a new version of a tune that could 
s--aanever be topped. To hear that, get NOFX’s “The 

Ai Longest Line” 12”, also on Fat. 


1.6 BAND LP (Gern Blandsten/ 305 Haywood Dr/ 
Paramus NJ/ 07652) 

Post-hardcore adolescent confusion with dumb, poetic lyrics, too many wacky 
changes and not much else besides a singer who's not afraid to belt It out. A nine 
song album?1?? The baggy pants brigade will love It. I’m tossing It out the window 
now. 


OBLIVION EP (Johann's Face) 

Attitude-wise, this band sucks. The cheesy promo-packets they hand out at gigs are 
bad enough, The fact that they turned to HC after heavy metal didn’t work out for 
them Is worse. All that aside, If you can ignore the occasional self-indulgent wanking 
shit and the wimpy Smoking Popes-ish lovey dovey parts, this Is hi-energy melodi- 
core that has a hell of a lot more bite than the average Johann’s Face release. I'll still 
never pay a dime to listen to them. 


PANSY DIVISION EP & UNDRESSED LP (Lookout) 

This stinks In just about every way imaginable. It’s wimpy, gutless college rock. That 

could be fixed, | suppose, by the band turning up thelr Instruments, but what can't be 

fixed Is singer/guitarist Jon Ginoll's lame attempts to find words that rhyme with 

“cock”, phrasing be damned. These are some of the most forced, aware lyrics I've 

ever heard, Glnoll will do anything to fit his a : Ss 
Bec: 


moronic lyrics Into a song, the result being lines 
that sound as lf they were translated from French Fe 
("With his personality l'm not impressed’), or that E2 
are palnfully clumsy ("/ can’t walt to get my hands E 
on your hippy dick/ Your love pump is what l'il 
lick’) or just plain embarrassing ("/ got the car- BS 
rot/You got the stick/ You start to nibble/ I start to Ẹ 
lick’). Or check out thelr mangling of “Smells Like fe 
Teen Spirit” (which they somehow manage to K 
make sound worse than the orlginal): "/rreverent 
and in your face/ Attacking preachers spewing 
hate”, If they were that radical, would they need : 
to tell us? Now imagine these lyrics being sung over a filler track from the infest 
R.E.M, album. l'm sure this stuff ls good for young, lonely homos In the middle of 
nowhere who can't find a boyfriend. But any punk who says they like this Is a victim 
of hype. Jeez, for a bunch of faggots, Pansy Division sure don't have any balls, 


PARASITES - "Letdown" b/w “Reason For Treason” (Shredder) 

=I I'm sorry, this band Just hasn't been the same 
{since Ronnie Parasite left. It's ballsier than many 
“Jof their other Shredder EP's but as usual, the 
_,,Parasltes tune Is a boring track that goes on way 
4}to0 long, and the tune they choose to cover (origl- 
*:]nally by The Law) Is excellent. 


FAA PINK LINCOLNS - Sumo Fumes EP ($3.00 ppd. 
= sto Stitt Pole/ P.O, Box 20721/ St. Petersburg FL/ 
4. £133742) 
Sa% [Another great disc from one of the country's most 
>} underrated snotty-punk bands. Includes two bet- 
Pe ahcteihs Siea ter-than-average covers s Sp Enz & X- Sadh apex) 
ara an absolutely smoking original called 
“Monsters” which has me drooling for a new 
Lincofns album. The recording quality leaves 
something to be desired, but don’t let that stop 
you from snapping this one up Immediately. 


ene, 


THE PIST - Destroy Soclety EP (Eugene/ P.O, 
Box 2183/ Meriden CT/ 06450) 

Totally generic, predictable art layout. Yeah, but 
PIST! Like early D.C. hardcore. Political without 
being overbearing. Punks and Ideallsts alike can 
break bones to these tunes. They'll grow up 
eventually, but for now, | do indeed believe they 
wanna destroy society. 


PROPAGANDHI - How To Clean Everything LP (Fat Wreck Chords) 


Total political melodic hardcore that uses the word “fuck” three times as much as the 
average punk disc. They remind me of Born Against with their insanely detailed ram- 
blings that somehow fit perfectly with the music. Also like B.A., they've got a sense of 
humor, and they're smart enough to know that great tunes come before correct poli- 
tics (they even take a break from attacking the government to take a few Joyous 
swipes at ska, rastas and Green Day). The music is totally ortginal - thelr quirkiness 
will cause some to compare them to NOFX, but l'm not biting. Incredibly hummable 
tunes with titles IIke “Stick The Fucking Flag Up Your Goddam Ass, You 
Sonofablitch” (and instead of taking the easy way out and attacking America, as so 
many Canadian bands do, they focus on the fucked-upedness of thelr own country). 
This Is a record you'll play a zilllon times. | can't say enough good things about It so 
l'il shutup now. 


PUGET POWER FOUR EP (Regal Select) 

A 7" compllation featuring The Sinister Six, Head, The Statics and Flathead. The 
Sinister Six and The Statics play ok garage rock, but are overshadowed by the other 
two bands. Flathead contributes a cool, stralght-ahead punk number but Head Just 
blows the competition away. Imagine the first Ramones LP (same exact production) 
with Metal Mike singing even funnier lyrics. It’s fucking hilarious and even though It 
might be a parody, it rocks. 


THE QUEERS - Love Songs For The Retarded LP (Lookout) 
: It's not really my place to review this record since 

Sex. | produced It, but | will anyway. Every tune on this 
W album Is fucking great, but It has a somewhat 
forced feel to It (or maybe l'm Just paranoid 
‘cause | know that the thing was recorded Ina 

@em soporitic crudsiide of cheap beer and Junk food In 

ea under 24 hours). The multed vocals don't always 
Ss Work and the guitars should be a bit louder, which 
ESFs my fault. Those small problems aside, this is a 
Equality album from one of the coolest bands In 
the land. 


Recorded live at the short- lived Isabel's Grand 
Finale, this fucker cooks, The sound quality Isn't 
great, but If you've ever seen The Queers live, 
you'll reallze that this disc captures them at thelr 
best. The six songs range from decade-old mater- 
lal to a cover to stuff off of “Love Songs”. A good 
record and severely limited, so pick It up today, 


V.M.L. 


PRESENTS 


THE 


QUEERS 


LIVE IN CHICAGO 
4/18/93 


RORSCHACH - Protestant LP (Gern Blandstern) 
Sorta like a metal Born Agalnst, but far too con- 
sistent. It never totally sucks, but it never hits the 
helghts that Born Against did, elther. It's not my 
kinda thing, but If you wanna know what 
American hardcore circa 1993 sounds like, give It a spin. 


RUBBER SOLE - Working Class John EP (Sneezeguard/ 309 Annapolis St/ 
Annapolis MD/ 21401) 

Pretty good pop-punk with vocals similar to those of Fat Mike. It's not essential, but 
It's a cut above most unknown bands in the genre. 


7 SECONDS - “Happy Rain” b/w “Naked” (Eating Blur) 

7 Seconds has sucked hard for years. If that ever changes, l'il let you know. | have 
no Idea why they even use the same band name because thls stuff is as far removed 
as possible from the melodic hardcore that made them an Instltutlon. What does It 
sound Ilke? The A side brings to mind a gang of kids trying to emulate U2 while the B 
side features a too-iittle-too-late attempt to cash In on the grunge movement. It's 
pathetic, and I'm being kind. 


SHOCK TREATMENT - LP (No Tomorrow/ 12080 Castelion/ Spain) 

The Spanish Ramones? Hah, | won't sell ‘em that short! Most of the songs are 
(thankfully) In their native language. 100% quallty from start to finish. Power chords - 
check. Fantastic harmonies and melodies - check. Ballsy, gultar-dominated produc- 
tion - check. The best album I’ve heard all year. 


SPINEY NORMAN - Draft Style EP (Stand Fast P.O. Box 973/ Lilburn GA/ 30226) 
Silly, zany, uplifting stuff. The singer seems to still be learning his “style” but he gives 
100% on avery tune. At some polnts It reminds me of Adrenalin O.D. That's good, by 
the way. Nice to hear at least one band In Georgla playing good ol’ punk rock. 


SVART SNO EP ($4.00 ppd. to Barat Skivor/ c/o Really Fast Box 6170/ S-102 33/ 
Stockhoim/ Sweden) 

Ultra-heavy hardcore that the boys on the Chicago Hardcore Compliation really 
oughta listen to before they put out another slab of dogerap. Fucking excellent. Send 
your money today. 


TEENGENERATES EP (Wallabies) 

Totally crazy, fucked up, three chord punk that'll have you climbing the walls. Has 
the kind of “shitty” production that this stuff needs. Handclaps, rough edged melodies 
and the perfect trashy gultar sound. Amazing. 


THANKLESS DOGS - Time To Say b/w Cops Took My Baby Away (Bag 

| Th ty an i less D ag $ A Pi P.O. Box 928/ Seattle WA/ 
Two rockin tunes with a late ‘70’s N.Y. 
punk influence. Cranks along taking care of 
business and the result is a tight, heavy 
punk disc. Features an ex-Moral Crux 
member. 


TILT EP & PLAYCELL LP (Lookout) 

Let's get the EP out of the way. The songs 
suck (except “Locust”), the singer is far too 
sweet and the production is way too slick. 
Now let's get to the LP, which is everything the 7” isn't. The songs are 


time 5 Sap hie Ay 
Cops Tovk My Raby . ways 


production is” 
more basic and the playing is a bit crazier, While I'm aware that nearly 
every band with a female singer gets slapped with this comparison, Tilt 
really does sound like what X oughta sound like these days. Forget the 
EP but if you don’t get the LP, you're a dope. 


TRIBE - 8 - By The Time We Get To Colorado Mini-CD (Outpunk) 

These girls are great musicians and most of the six songs on this CD fea- 
ture crazy, warped, completely original instrumentation over which vocalist 
Lynn Breedlove does her best Iggy Pop imitation (which really wears out 
its welcome by the second song), The first two songs show that the band 
has potential, but the rest don't really stick in your head. The lyrics are 
surprisingly intelligent (I say “surprisingly” because in the interviews I've 
read with them, they come across as humorless, moronic sexists) and 
witty, with the exception of “Censor This”, which is right out of a Pansy 
Division record with its frantic attempt to get the message across lyrically, 
no matter how awkward it sounds in context, Equally depressing and 
cringe-inspiring is when Breedlove and the band cop a few lines from The 
Doors' “The End”. Nauseating. That aside, this CD is pretty intense and 
occasionally great. 


URGE OVERKILL - Saturation CD (Geffen) 
| wonder why Geffen would send me this 
piece of crap. | wonder if they know that ! 

Se jalmost vomited when | saw the cheesy 
i R. Geffen logo embedded right there in the 
2 e front cover art, never to be moved. | won- 
= Q he if they know that | heard two of the 

iS bi tunes from this album on the radio and they 


Pe D sounded to me like filler songs from a Ted 
Senne Nugent album circa 1980 with the guy from 


erate ir S EAE nh ovine =i Boston singing. ! wonder if they know how 
Set PEAU iune nes sy much you can get for a shrink-wrapped, 

| = wholly unopened CD at a used record 
store. | wonder if they don't have their heads so far up their asses that 
they'll keep sending me crap which I'll keep not listening to and keep sell- 
ing so | can finance this fanzine and give exposure to bands who are 
worth a shit. 


THE VINDICTIVES - Disturbia EP (VML) 
Yet another excellent 7” from the greatest 
band in Chicago. “Future Homemakers Of 
America” is destined to become a punk 
classic. “Sick” is another one of those 
Sloppy Seconds soundalikes that I’m not 
too into. “I Know People” is vintage 
Vindictives - great lyrics and snottier than 
snotty vocals. “The World Isn't Flat 
Anymore” will have the crowd singing along 


DISTURB lA 


at their next gig. All around superb. 


THE VOICE - Fever EP (Disclaim/ 1990 N Alma School Rd/ Ste. 304/ 
Chandler AZ/ 85224) 

A bunch of drunks who look like they might work in warehouses get 
together and decide to do a punk band. Heavy stuff with a lot of Dead 
Boys influences, and as Larry Livermore pointed out, a back up singer 
who may have once been in the N.Y, Dolls (he sounds like it at least...). 
There are some good tracks here, though it’s definitely nostalgic. It seems 
appropriate for dark, smoky bars. Rockin’ out in a drunken frenzy and 
waking up in your leather jacket with a hangover wanting to call the fore- 
man to tell him you're too sick to come in today. 


WHITE KAPS - Blown In The U.S.A. LP (Fearless/ 20710 Manhattan PI/ 
Suite 132/ Torrance CA/ 90501) 

Jangly, quirky punk with an obvious So. Cal influence. Has some nice 
Minutemen type touches but | could do without the funk. | also hear a 
Crucifucks influence and the straight forward stuff cranks along in a 
D.I./Samoans sorta way. It’s eclectic and obnoxious and you should prob- 
ably buy it. 


WIZO - All That She Wants Mini-CD (Hulk Rackorz/ Eichendorffstr. 1/ 
93051 Regensburg/ Germany) 


This four song CD kicks off with a cover of 
a popular Swedish dance hit and then 
assaults us with a few more classic kraut 
punk songs. | prefer the tunes they sing in 
German (there’s something about the lan- 
guage that makes it sound great when 
sung over poppy hardcore) but all these 
tunes are great regardless. If you’re not 
ashamed to admit you like the idea of the 
Scorpions, Ramones and Descendents all 
rolled into one, this is for you. Also ask 
about the “Fur ‘N Arsch” LP, available from the same address. 


ZAKONAS - “Little Johnny” b/w “Watching TV” (incognito) 

Yeah, Incognito keeps cranking ‘em out, but this is one of the weakest 
records of the series. Recorded and mixed in 1977. The A side is a com- 
plete bore. Things pick up on the B side, which brings to mind bands like 
The Adverts and early Wire. Still not worth hunting high and low for. 
ZOINKS - DUMP-EYE’EP (Satan’s Pimp/ 
1409 Tonopah St./ Reno NV/ 89509) 

A nifty little 3 song EP from what could be 
Reno’s only pop-punk band. It bops along 
in a Descendents sorta way, but not 
unpleasantly. They need to sharpen up 
their attack a little bit, but other than that, 
this is pretty cool. 


ZONA A - Su Cast Stroja EP (Incognito) & 
Again, a pretty pedestrian effort. Recorded F 
in ‘92 at least. Mid tempo punk with none of & A A: 
the crazy backing vocals and uplifting melody changes that | Tarne from 
my European punk bands. it’s solid, but not astounding. 


PANIC BUTTON 
PO. BOK 62 


PROSPECT HTS. Il 
60070 USA 


“Hello, 

this is 

Peter 

Schaffer 

from WNUR.” 

“Yeah, listen; I’m doing a coupla 
shows in the city and I'd like to give away some 
tickets on the station.” 

“Oh. Well, who are you affiliated with?” 

“Affiliated? I’m not affiliated with anyone. 
I’m affiliated with myself.” : 

“Well, what’s the venue?” 

“It’s called Isabel’s Grand Finale.” 

“Tve never heard of it.” 

“No, it’s new.” 

“Ok, who do you have playing?” 

“The first show is on the 23rd with Jawbreaker and...” 

“Oh, JAWBREAKER! I thought you were just somebody 1 
should blow off.” 

Yeah? I am somebody the little twerp should blow off. 


Jawbreaker is, as the industry types like to say, hot. The people 
who were either too young or too blind to stand in line beating the dead 
horse called GRUNGE have their lids peeled and this time you can bet 
your Singles Club collection that these sycophants aren’t gonna miss the 
bus. Even as you read this, there are literally hundreds of palefaced trolls 
waiting under the bridge for the Jawbreaker tour van to drive over. These 

- fuckers know the score before the game’s even started. 


Blake Schwarzenbach was sitting in his living room working on 
a song when a conference call from Atlantic Records came in. Blake, a 
man of few words, told Atlantic Records, a corporation of many, many 
words, “NO.” 

“Oh, ok,” they said. “You need a few weeks to think about it.” 

“No, you don’t understand,” said Blake. “NO.” 


Those who sneer at the ethical stands that many independent 
bands take have some good arguments for, a band like Jawbreaker to sign 
to a major. After all, on the surface it makes perfect business sense, and 
ethics are fine but they don’t pay the rent. But punk rock bands are punk 
rock because they can’t be anything else, and that goes for the members of 
the bands as well; whether you’re a college graduate or a refugee from the 
local gas station, if you're a punk, you're never gonna find a comfortable | 
niche in mainstream society. You can’t conform. It goes against your 
nature. 

In the mid-eighties, the hottest pop-punk bands in the country 
were the Replacements and Husker Du. Jawbreaker is on the brink of tak- 
ing over where they left off. But when the Replacements went on MTV 


and told the world that when it came right down to it, they were just 
punks, nobody took them seriously. Jawbreaker, who are probably too 
smart to condescend for street credibility like the lovable, scruffy “’Mats,” 
are punks. And that’s why, besides the fact that they’re probably the 
greatest band to gain the attention of the mainstream in five years, they're 
going to be the most interesting band to watch in 1994. 

Of course the backlash from the punks has already started. It 
always does when the local heroes start drawing bigger audiences and 

‘can no longer be considered the punks’ personal performing hidden trea- 
sure. 

It’s understandable. The type of crowd that has recently 
glommed onto Jawbreaker is more than just “lame.” They are the people 
who glided through highschool and college effortlessly. They are the ones 
who will get journalism degrees and staff positions at Spin and Warner 

Bros. If they were ever punks, they’ve long since grown out of such silli- 
ness and these days they’re just trying to work within the system to bring 
the hottest, rocking-ist tuneage to the poor, deprived yuppies and trend- 
setters of the world. They are, quite frankly, THEM, and their mere pres- 
ence elicits feelings of nausea and protectionism in any self-respecting 
punk, 

But what many punks seem to forget is that Jawbreaker 
haven’t sold out. Jawbreaker haven't done anything except con- 
tinue to write and play great songs. For some reason, they've 
been chosen - check out recent issues of Spin and Rolling Stone. 


Since the release of their first EP, Jawbreaker 
has been putting out quality punk rock above and 
beyond the norm. While their early lyrics were 
somewhat naive, the phrasing and clever word- 
play was impeccable. Take a look at the lyric 
sheet for “Bivouac” and you'll see that Blake 
has now turned the Jawbreaker song lyric 
into a seperate art form. Blake’s lyrics, in 
fact, are the most obvious piece of evi- 
dence in the argument that we’re deal- 
ing with a punk band. Check out a 
line from “Big”: “In this ocean I’m 
a bag of tea/I make some clouds 
but they're minor 
league / Hack at the base of 
the largest tree/Only to 
find that it doesn’t 
bleed /This is big”. 
Anybody else would 
turn this stuff into 
a desperate 
scream of frus- 
tration. The 
last line of 
the song 
is, “I love 
it when you 
think big”. 

How 
about the obligato- 
ry “Tour Song”? One 
groans to even think 
about it, and the beginning 
lines of the song confirm our 
fears that Blake has succumbed to 

self-indulgence of the ugliest kind - a song 
about a lousy show in the middle of nowhere. But by the end of the tune, 
there’s a nice little surprise that should sound corny, but doesn’t: “Two 
cool people came/They’re hiding by the door/Eyes wide with fright/A 
guy, a girl, in love with the whole world/It almost makes it right”. 

Perhaps it’s this persistent optimism that turns off the punks, 
but it’s optimism tempered with experience. No wide-eyed kid wrote 
these songs, but neither were they written by a jaded old fart who’s seen it 
all and done it all and is no longer impressed by anything. Maybe even 
more annoying to the mohawk crowd could be a song like “Chesterfield 
King”, which is probably the best love song ever written. The Exploited it 
ain’t, but any band who can use the word “parka” in a song without elicit- 


Musically, 
the band has pro- 
gressed from its early 
hard-edged, almost 
metal base, through 
the shamelessly hooky 
punk of the “Unfun” 
LP (supposedly titled 
in reference to cat-lov- 
fa ing Shredder label 

downer Mel 
; =1Cheplowitz, but I 
ý- fdidn’t hear it from the 

ks §band and I didn’t ask. 
Why ruin a great 
rumor?), to the more 
‘Jinstrument-based, sub- 
tle melodies of 
J Bivouac”. 
| “Unfun” is a 
<i great record, succeed- 
Jing both lyrically and 
musically. If some of 
the themes are tired 
© (racism, war, punk 
rock nihilism), the 
takes on them are any- 
thing but. Musically, “Unfun” takes punk rock a step further without 
leaving the punk behind, and results in what has become some of the 
most influential songwriting in years; listen to a zillion bassists in sound- 
check jamming on the bass line from “Want”. 

Better yet, check out the instrumental interlude in “Fine Day”: 

The guitar cranks out an eerie melody while the bass creeps around pre- 
cisely on beat with the drums (y'know, like it’s SUPPOSED to?), Another 
lead guitar track is added, the drums go double time, the guitar riff is 
expanded on, the bass line begins twisting around and one bent guitar 
note can be heard wailing in the distance as the tempo and intensity 


increase. The cymbals start crashing and you're losing count of how many _ 


guitars are screaming away in splendid harmony (leaving a hack like me 
feeling like Soliere listening to Mozart), and if you can’t feel this then you 
can't feel ANYTHING and the tune ends like it ought to, going back to the 
beginning of the inter- 
lude for a couple of 
measures, hanging on 
the beginning note and 


oo lem fading. 
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JAWBREAKER 


I’m not the 
only one who’s noticed 
the power Jawbreaker 
is capable of; every 
other young band 
these days is emulating 
the style. Too bad most 
of them lack the musi- 
cal precision and atti- 
tude necessary to make 
it work. 

Though 
“Unfun” gets weak 
near the end, the point 
is made early on and 
it’s obvious that the 
musical genius of 
“Fine Day” is nothing 
more than the logical 
counterpart to the des- 
perate alienation of the 
lyrics, 


| 
NUISANCE 
FRICTION 
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“Bivouac” is 
a severely flawed 


album when listened 
to on C.D, or cassette. 
Listen to the record, 
without all the extra 
tracks thrown on, and 
everything makes 
more sense. The play- 
ing time is cut down 
(like the band’s live 
set, the “Bivouac” CD 
runs far too long) and 
the songs come togeth- 
er much better. 

As usual, the 
lyrics are brilliant, but 
musically, the songs 
have become longer, 
with more instrumen- 
tal breaks and experi- 
mentation. The result 
is not as strong as 
“Unfun”, but it has its 
moments. The strength 
of Jawbreaker, as with S$ ee ESS 
any punk band, is their Ẹ bc SEN fee 
committment to the ives Raat eee afte cae 
basic riff. On tunes like Fi. 

“Chesterfield King” É 
and “Shield Your 
Eyes”, they're able to 
strike a balance between keeping both themselves and their audience 
interested. The balance slides to the side of self-indulgence, however, with 
songs like “Parabola” and “Bivouac”, the latter being an excruciatingly 
long exercise in pompousity, If the lyrics are clever (“I learned to put on 
airs /I needed them to breathe”), the metaphor (spelled out for you 
through samples) is lame at best. 

Like “Unfun”, “Bivouac” attacks on the first side, then begins to 
run out of gas on the flip side, finally coming to a clumsy halt with the 
title track. It’s still better than 90% of the crap out there and provides a 
more or less solid segue into what the band is doing now. And what 
they're doing now is some of their best stuff. Their new album is strong 
from start to end. The songs are of the simple, straight-forward pop-punk- 
anthem variety. It’s the kind of record that takes several listenings to 
digest simply because there are no filler songs during which you can 
reflect on the previous p® Ei aain oiean 
tune. i 


“I just 
wanna walk out of the 
studio with a tape in 
my pocket and be able 
to say, ‘This is sort of, 
kind of, what my band 
should sound like’,” 
said Blake during the 
recording sessions. He 
got more than that. 
The production finally 
fits the tunes perfectly 
(“Bivouac” is all over 
the map production- 
wise): clean, crisp and 
sparse. The album has 
the tight, minimalist 
feel of Wire’s “Pink 
Flag” coupled with the 
emotion of Husker 
Du’s “New Day 
Rising”. If they’ve got 
the “buzz” now, 
there’s gonna be a lot 
of sticky blue jeans at 
College Radio Central 
when this fucker is 


P: SHANE PROBLEM 


freleased. 


i | Included on the album (tentative- 
Baily titled “24 Hour Revenge Therapy”) is a 
=@asong called “Outpatient”, a dark little ditty 
“about Blake’s visit to the hospital with a 
2: @apolyp on his vocal chord during their 1992 
ea tour. 
Heavy smoking, hour-plus long 
{sets and drinking had obviously taken their 
toll on Blake by the time Jawbreaker hit 
Chicago in j 
the fall of 
last year. He croaked out over an hour of ° 
Jawbreaker favorites to a cheering, sweat- $ 
ing crowd who weren’t quite sure whether ff 
to dance or call an ambulance for him; his 
normally harsh, raspy singing voice had 
gone past Crimpshrine territory into the 
realm of Froggy with strep. Since then, 
Blake’s slowed down on the drinking, and 
the band has shortened their sets. What 
hasn't changed is the band’s league of 
rabid fans. 

After Jawbreaker’s May 23rd 
show at Isabel’s, the crowd rushed the 
stage, trying to get a piece of their heroes. 
Blake’s face was almost white; between the 
heat and the crowd, he wanted out. His 
expression was blank, but he was obvious- 
ly overwhelmed. 

Drummers don’t have it as easy. 
Adam ended up fielding a litany of ques- 
tions, many of them pointless and obvious- 
ly designed to keep them talking. 

“This guy wanted directions to our show in Lincoln, Nebraska 
from Chicago, as if we were going there right away,” he says. “It was 
right when we were loading out and the rain was coming down hard and 
I had to break out the book and get the phone number and tell him where 

“the place was.” 

Chris pipes in with his own case of someone with absolutely 
nothing to say desperately trying to make conversation. 

“This girl came up and wanted to see my plaid tattoo, so I 
showed it to her. I was kinda cynical about the whole thing. I said I was 
thinking about getting samplers, a whole bunch of different stuff and 
she’s like, "Yeah, you can get, like, a Scottish one, and then, y’know, one 
from whatever other countries use plaid.” 

It’s gotta get to be a drag. 

Jawbreaker “fans” give new meaning to the word. The band 
played in front of 340 people at Isabel’s and sold 300 t-shirts. The design 
shows the Morton Salt girl with the umbrella and the slogan “When It 
Pains, It Roars” - typical of Jawbreaker’s grim humor. With that kind of 
sales ratio, though, it’s not just a t-shirt design, it’s a devotion that borders 
on fanaticism (which is, I guess, where the word “fan” comes from, duh). 

Jawbreaker takes it in stride. Adam is pretty much the leader; 
he knows when it’s time to go, he gets everyone organized, he takes the 
tough business stances. Truthfully though, his job isn’t that hard - both of 
the other members have their shit together pretty well. This is a band 
that’s learned from their previous experiences in recording and touring. 
They’re more then prepared, they seem to be on a fucking mission. 


SS Sees 
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Having been told that Adam knows every line in the classic 
flick “The Bad News Bears”, I request a sample. 

“I don’t know every line,” he says. “It’s nice that I have that 
reputation, though.” 

Well, I ask, what’s your favorite line? 

No hesitation. Up until two weeks ago, he was working behind 
the counter at a San Francisco video store. ”I like when Lupus is stirring 
up a cocktail while Buttermaker’s telling his story about being a minor 
league pitcher, And he takes a sip of the martini and says, ‘Lumpus, this is 
superb’.” 

“No,” says Chris, “It’s when Kelly Leak is talking to that 
woman in Tatum’s dance class and he says, ‘Hey, you like Harley’s? I 
drive a Harley. You like baseball? I play for the Bears. Y’know, the 


Bears?’” 

Adam is on now. “Yeah, and 
then Tanner walks in with a twelve piece 
bucket of chicken and Tatum freaks out on 
him: ‘Tanner, I will KILL you!’ Or when 
Engleberg whips the ball and it ends up 
going through Buttermaker’s windshield 
and Buttermaker says, ‘Engleberg, some- 
one’s going to have to pay for this wind- 
shield, and I think that someone is your 
| “father, and 


Hwhre asker * 


-  {Engleberg says, ‘Bullshit!’ Maybe I do know 
“every line... 
i Adam takes the band’s recent surge 
in popularity in stride. He was both shocked 
-fand pleased to see a small feature on his band 
in a recent issue of Rolling Stone. However, it’s 
that kind of press that elicits less than favor- 
able responses from the punks. He tells me 
he’s noticed the people who used to come to 
~ {their shows haven't been around too much 
qrecently. And a whole lot of people are asking 
the loaded question, “What label is your next 
album gonna be on?” (to the curious, it'll be on 
baa Tupelo/Communion, the label that released 
“Bivouac” and one that they seem extremely 
happy with). Still, the suspicious nature of the 
punk scene doesn’t seem to bother him. And 
with sales of “Bivouac” over 20,000 copies, 
that’s not surprising. 
"t Chris gives the impression that if 
a R confronted with accusations of “selling out” 
by some goofball suburban kid with an atti- 
tude, said teen might end up a quivering mass of jelly due to a nasty 
Bauermeister tongue lashing. If he seems a bit miffed at his songwriting 
duties shrinking on the new album, that feeling must be overshadowed 
by the knowledge that he is one of the greatest bass players in one of the 
greatest bands in the country. 

“Bass playing is just a matter of getting from one note of the 
melody to another. It’s what you do in between that counts...” This non- 
chalant attitude is not grounded in false modesty; the guy knows he’s 
good and that’s that. Chris comes across as slightly unstable - not ina 
dangerous way, but it's clear he likes his drink and he gets a kick out of 
pushing things. His cheery personality (and he is cheery, despite his 
assertions that he’s a curmudgeon) and gift for telling a great story puts 
people at ease; viewed through a Rolling Stone lens, he’s a minor-league 
Bob Stinson - in reality, we all know somebody like Chris Bauermeister, 
the guy everybody’s always happy to see. And while he may be reeling in 
the hallway of my apartment at 2:00 A.M., zipping back to the Schnapps 
bottle every minute or so until his cohorts are halfway out the door, he’s 
up the next day for business as usual, a little paler, but ready to play an 
in-store at Reckless. 

Blake is another story entirely. The man who writes 
Jawbreaker’s bold lyrics is quiet and reserved, allowing his bandmates to 
entrance a group of onlookers with stories of craziness and bad vibes on 
the road while he sits back, always looking a bit uncomfortable, sipping a 
beer through a straw. His social awkardness is somewhat in line with his 
lyrics and the image of a grown up Holden Caulfield comes to mind more 
than once. Still, like his bandmates, he is prepared for touring and record- 
ing thoroughly. He’s practically in another world as he re-strings his gui- 
tar and when he talks about getting this record done right, his voice takes 
on a slightly vicious edge. 

Maybe it’s their age, or the experience of weathering a bitter 
break-up a few years ago, but if there was ever a band that knows what 
they want and knows how to get it, it’s Jawbreaker. And as long as they 
continue to crank out one great song after another, never allowing praise 
or criticism to knock them off the course, I will be, in the immortal words 
of Carol Brady, right there in the front row clapping. 

Now listen up, punk, ‘cause after three pages I'm finally gonna 
make my point: We're about to witness the first punk band of our genera- 
tion to take on the mainstream pressure to succeed in an MTV world on 
corporate terms and still walk away winners. No problem. Jawbreaker's 
the only band I know of with the balls and the brains to pull it off. 
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Nov/Dec 1992 Affiliated with the National Christian Coalition—Pat Robertson, Founder and President Vol. 1 No. 6 
Dallas Radio Station KNON-FM 89.3 has a weekly Sunday broadcast from 2 
p.m. to 4 p.m. for homosexuals. Recently aired was the Song “I want to be a 
Homosexual.” Lyrics which can be printed include, "Ohhh, Oh, Ben. It feels so 
right. Won't you be my homosexual husband?” "And remember, queers don't 
produce they seduce." You may file a complaint with: FCC Mass Media, Com- 
plaints and Investigations, 919 M Street NW, Washington, DC 20554 


